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Nor bake th' out-haſt ning Sands; nor bid 'em_fay, | 


| Fain wou'd my Mind's weak Offspring ſhun to die. 


DEDICATION, 


vers; in 1 5 Shade, 1 reſt clint ; 


My Griefs, All, ſilent: and my Joys reſign d: 
Wich patient Eye, Life's evening Gleam, ſurvey: 


* 


Yet, while from Life, my ſetting Proſpects fly, - 


Fain wou'd their Hope ſome Light through Time, explore; 
The Name“ kind Paſsport—when the Man' no more. 


Such, let em find yet, 8 1e 
All undiſturb'd, let buſy Dulhneſs reign / 
Spare Power”s deaf Ear: from Flatt'ry's Lure ftart wide: 


Nor ſwell the tow'ry Domes, of air- built Pride. 


But, near ſome ſilent Seat, where 1/i/dom dwells, - * 

Hail 7%e and Candor, in their penfive Cells. 

There fits, high-ſhown, o'er Fogs that /ow're between, 
Wit's guardian Lokp, in his ſequeſter d Scene. 

There, the gain d Sous MONOPOLIZER, find: 
TH immenſe Embracer, of contain'd Mankind / rr 
Him, whome no Verſe o'erpaints, no Thoughts o'er - rate: 
By the Heart's RANK, and Nature's Charter, Gu R Ar! 
Him, whome no Titles, loft, cou'd leave leſs rais'd-: 

Nor Thrones imperial cou'd have held, more prais'a; 
Whom Each known Right, by each beſt Claim acquir d, 
With Every Charm, for every Heart, inſplr d. 
THERE, hgil th' immortal Beam and end the Care, 
Feel Every Force, from every VIRTURs, there. 

Find Every GRACE, that ſmiles twixt Pole and Pole: 
And Al! the Musrs, met vin PP. "Jour" $ SOUL, 


hp 4 HILL. 
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ADvezTISEMENT to the RzaDBR,. 


F there can be a Pride, that ranks with Virtues, it is That, we 
I feel from Friendſhips with the Worthy —Mr. Matter, there- 
& fore, muſt forgive me, that I boaſt the Honour, He has done 
my Merope.——I have ſo long been a Retreater from the World, 
that one of the 5% Spirits in it told me, lately, I had made myſelf 
at Aliku, there, I muſt confeſs, I owe ſo many Obligations ta 
its Ornaments, of moſt diſtinguiſhed Genius, that T muſt have look'd 
upon it as à great Unhappine/s, to have made Choice of Solitude, 
cou'd I have judg'd Society, in general, by a Reſpect / due to 
Theſe Alorners of it. 8 | | 5 


Had I been born the ALIEN my Friend call d me, the Regard 
wherewith our generous Nation has receiv'd this Tragedy, might 
look but as a natural Effect of its Humanity to FOREIGNERS. 


Among Theſe, the French, above all People in the World, ex- 
perience our, too kind, Partiality—in Favour even of their Deſects, 
and Lewities. And, yet, their boaſted Politefe wants Gratitude to 
pay us back a /ike Civility, where due to our beft Qualities. 


For, France, unſatisfied with her Ambition toward Monopoly in 
Empire, would extend it to Supremacy in Wit and Learning. And, 
particularly, ſome of Mr. Voltaire's Pieces are ſo ſwell'd with this 
N Puffineſs, that I am forc'd into Abatemenzts, of the 

iſpoſition I once felt, to look upon him as a generous Thinker. 
So: much over. active Senſibiliſy, to his own Country's Claims: With 
ſo unfeeling a Stupidity, in judging the Pretenſions of his Neigh- 
bours, might avec all Indignation, ſhort of groſs Indecency ; to- 
ward one who has not ſcrupled (in the Preface to His ME ROPE!) 
to repreſent the Engliſh as incapable of Tragedy; nay, even of Paint- 
ing, or of Mufick. We are Men, he ſays, who puſh to their Ex- 
tremes, _ our Theatres, Barbarity, Abſurdity, and abſolute In- 
decency.—Men, born in a too barren Climate, to produce a Tafte, 


for the Fine Arts : and who muſt rank beneath All other People, in 
the Points of Genius, and of Literature! ; . 


To ſuch provoling Stimulations, I have ow'd Inducement, to re- 
touch, for Mr. Vollaire's Uſe, the Characters in his high- boaſted Me- 
rope : and I have done it on a Plan as near his own, as I could avyin 
it, with ſafe Conſcience : that is to ſay, without Diſtaſte to Eg Au- 


diences. 
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Auvertiſement to the Rendern 


diences. For he muſt n me, if I am ſenſible, that our an- 
lid London Stage, (as Ly hay t | 

tertained a nobler Taſte of dignify'd Simplicity, than to deptive dra- 
matic Poetry of All that animates its Paſſions ; in Purſuit of a co{d, 
ſtarv'd, tame, Abſtinence ; which, from an Affectation to ſhun Fi- 
ure, ſinks to Flatne/t: an elaborate Eſcape from E hergy, into a 
groveling, weariſome, bald, barren, un- alarming, Chilligſi of Ex- 
preſſion, that emaſculate the Mind, inſtead of mowing it. 


I would got have 8 charg'A upon his being & Frenchman, that 1 


uſe a kind of h»/tile Style, in ſpeaking of this Gentleman. He 
has been pleas'd to do me, in ſome Prefaces of his, à great deal 
of particular Honour, —and it has been more than once, and 
. «4 different Occaſions, I have given him Proofs, of a Parti- 
ality, that will exempt me from ſo poor a Cenſure.— Our I- 
ſulaires (as he contemptuouſly calls us) are not us'd to think fo 
narrowly, as to extend the ＋ Animoſity of Nations appd- 
ſitely intereſied, to the Spirits of their Writers upon literary Subjects. 
Arts and Sciences are of no Country. They conjoin the Natives 
of all Corners of the Earth, as Fellow- Citizens of one Repablic.— 
But, what imports this Truth, toward privileging ſuch an Arro- 
nce, as diſ- incorporates it/e/f, by unbenevolent and parat 
artialities, 
I have Room to ſay no more, in a ſhort Preface ; but will under- 
take, in a more proper place, to make it evident, to Mr. Fo/tazre's 
Satisfaction, and to That of the French Author of a Piece which 


they have lately publiſh'd, in a like vain Preference of their Players | 


too, as well as Peer, {call'd Le Comnptsn) that we have had 
much finer Writers, now have; and ſhall, always, have em ; and 
that we have better Actors, too, and Afreſer, than Thoſe of Paris. 
J ſhall ſhortly hope to leave This Matter indiſputable even to a 
French judge: in a Compariſon between the Ex Ol is ; and FAME 
Theatres. lt wou'd have pleas'd me more, if ler Hands than 
mine had ſeem'd diſpos d to do their Country filler Juſtice. There 
are many, in it, ſo much better qualify'd, for _—_ that I im- 
pute its not being done, already, to no other Motive, Contempt; 
of thoſe vain Writers Confidence, 2 8 8 


The Univerſally acknowledged, and felr, Sk ill, of a Eumener, 
and a Merope, ſuch as no Stage ever ſaw excell'd, (not to name 
Others, who deſerv'd Applauſe, and met with it, to a Degree ex- 
citingly uncommon) leaves it quite unneceſſary to add any Thing 
upon That Subject, here : there ſeeming to have been a generous 
Struggle, whether the Town's ready Diſpoſition to encourage Ex- 
cellence in Acting, or the Acbor's to reward That Diſpoſition, by: 


Increaſe” of Power in pleaſing, ſhould be moſt ly remarks 


able. 


— 


he Liberty of calling it) has en- 


of; 
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| Spoken by Mr. G AR RICK. 
OUCH'D te your generous Hearts, to ſpare this Play? 


— 


ere Mirth wou'd laugh Humanity away. 


Two thouſand Years our Tale bas ſhook the Stage, 1 ; | 


And mob d the Hearts of Greece, from Age to Age: 
Ev'n ALEXANDER wept our Queen's Deſpair, ' 5 
And, Congu'ror FA a World, ſat conquer d, there. 
Bid yeur brave Hearts explode th unſinew'd Scene, 
IYhere Toys inſult a People, born, to mean. 

From yur warm d Stage, demand ih impaſſion'd Glow, 
That draws Delight from Death; and Uſe, from Woe: 
Lifts, by Depreſſion: trys the tortur d Mind. 

In Grief s fierce Fires; and brings her out, refin'd. 
Unbow'd by Mrongs, bids Virtue bear Diſtreſs : 

Aud riſe ſtill ſteadier, as ntw Loads oppreſs. 

Ladies! fand firm, to Paſſion's tendereſt Claim: 

Sighs are Love's breezy Powers, and fun his Flame. 
Laughing Gallants may promiſe merry Lives : 

But, laughing Hufbands make you weeping Wives. 
They, whoſe own Hearts can fee, will treat yours left: 
Ana He give Pain, who thinks 4t but a Jeſt. Y 
Nobly weep out, - nor let Shame's erring Bluſh 1 
Hold back the Hruggling Tear, that longs to gd. 

And you *, gay Sparklers, of an Hour too ſhort ! 

Ye Foes to Thinking! and ye Friends to Sport! 

Make it no Joke, when penſively diſireſt, 

Sighs, in yon Circle, ſwell the beauteous Breaſt, 

Force, to the fineſt Face, ſuch Sorrow lends : 

Pity, and Innocence, are boſom Friends. 

No Smile, but Love's, ſhou'd meet the tear-touch'd Eye, 
Ihere, lode*d on Beauty, Virtue's Dew-drops lie. 

But, when deep Anguiſh ſhakes a feeling Mind, 

How muſt it ake,—fer Laughers heard behind! 

Why fhou'd Men dream. that only Mirth can pleaſe ? 
No jikful Wag ere laught'd off Life's Diſeaſe. ' | 
Sick'ning to Sadneſs, ſoon or late cemes Care; 

And He, who flys from Thought, will meet Deſpair. 

*Tis the pale Coward s Curſe, to fart in vain 

And think, poſtponing is eſcaping Pain. 

Courage, that weighs Misfortunc, finds it light; 

And, half-admitting, you diſarm it quite. 

Oh, ſave ſtrong Sentiments ; approve their Flame; 

Aud aid, with generous Hand, the Muſe's Claim. 
To the Beaus. | 


vb 
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Spoken by Mrs. PRITCHARD. 


7 M glad with all my Heart, Toe ſcap'd my M rading 
Glad ! cry the Maids ?— Heaven keep ſuch Foy from {| 
Marriage, ( poor Things!) don't move their Heart fo coldly. 
*Tis dark , they o but, Love jumps boldly, — 
Fair fall i Advent" rer, 1m no Hassan. Buber „ -- : 
Only, be warn'd by Me, and wed no TRAIToR. 

Pain-hunting Murm'ter ! born, to £25 and grumble! 

Ne King can pleaſe him, — and no Wife can humble | 

Sick is the Soul, be Heaven his kind Phyſician 1 

Earth's ableft Drugs are loſt, #po# Ambition. 
All Warwick-lane fall, ſhort :—and, to my Knowle 
No Cure is hop'd for, in our Female College. | 
So, een deſpair, Sirs !-—for, (be. plainly told r) _ 

. When we give out; You'v Prutence, to hold it. 2 


Vainly, the Stage makes War on this wwild Paſſion ! 
"Tawill reign, toben Hoops, and Cards ate out of Faſhion. 
Stubborn, as Woman's Will, 1: ſeorns Reflridtion, * : 
And grows but ten times worſe, for Contradiction. 


t 


* 


* 7 


Shun plotting Heads, dear Ladies ! — All miſcarries, 
When One, who hums and haws at Midnight, marr1zs. 
Better, plain, downright Dy monde Dream, purſuing; _ 
One, that means Glusth. and knows, what he's doing“ | 
Not Him, whoſe factious Mind, outſoaring P/taſure; 
Holds him fill buſieſt, — en bis Wife's at Leiſure, 


Better, a Sportſman, ſound of Wind, and hearty.. 
Better, Sir Sot, —than Spouje dry drunk, with Party ! * 
A hunting H»:band hallows—— and you HE AR him —' 

A drunken Deary * - anl you STEER him = 
Fach, —conſcious of his Wife, takes Care, to make ber, 
One Way or atber—an indulg'd Partaker. | 


But, your ſage, ſalurnine, ambitious Lever, 8; 
Keeps no one Secret, Woman wou'd diſcover. 
No.—— Her a deep, dark, pen/ize, Comfort-bater : 
As very a Poliphonte:.— a my Traithy ! + 2 
Stranger at home, he firalls abroad, for Bleſſing : 

And bolds whate er he HA mt worth pr. fling. 
Freedom, and Mirth, and Health, and Foy, =deſpiles ! 
Aud ſcorns All ResT===be, /o pro-found-ly WISE is ! 


At length, thank Heaven! be 1s * kind Vapours frike bir: : 
An leaves behind, —- tes thoufend Madimen, like him, 
| 9a 4 PER. 


PERs OS REPRESENT ED. 


PoL1PHONTEs, General v4 
Mycene. 


Mr ROPE“, Widow of the 
late King. 


Jake HavarD. 
. Mrs. PRITCHARD. 


EuMENEs, her Son. Mr. GaRRICk. 


EuRicLEs, @ Lord, Me- 


rope's Party. 5 Mr. LES. 


NarBas, Foſter Father to 
Eumenes. 


Ekox, Favourite of Poli- 
phontes. 


IsMENE', Daughter of Narbas. Mrs. Gree * 


| Mr. BERRv. 


| Mr. BRIDO ES. 


Chief Prieſt, and other Prigts. Mr. BEAR b, &cc. 


Ladies, Officers, Guards, &c. 
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An. Apartment in the Palhevs 's 0 
MEROP E, mournful, ns Omck | : 
ISMENE, leaning melancholy, below. 

Soft Muſick, 25 


Enter, to IsM EE, 4 Singer. 


— — 


EE! where the lone majeſtic Mourner meeps ; 

Loft, even to Mufick's Power ** fran 
| each Note, 

In Melody's wide Compaſs, ——Happily, - - 
Some Change, chrough ſad, to lively, may have F. ce. 
To. ſtrike recov' ring Senſe, and wake Regard. 
——- Firſt, in low Sympathy of Serrow's Softneſs, 


E 


Sooth her dejected e e ſtart at nee 


. 
To Swells of Foy—and ſtorm Attention's Ear. 
Song: by the ſame Voice, interchangeably, to Nute 


and Trumpet : cobich are beard as at ſome Diſ- 


tance Witbout, > 
—_ 77 
Stay, ſtay, Deſpair !—begone vain Hope ge. 
ow can hear no Voice, but That of Moe. 


4 |} 


ISMENE | . 


T TUmPet.. 


— 


f Away wich your 75 ears bat wa. 8 
Bid Defiance to Pain. —let her go: 


. . Ca Eddie, '5 Ren 4, — — CES 


wH 


let her 90. 
Do the Gods love Complainers : — No. No. No. 
| Flute. . 
Ah !—tis in vain to ſtrive— farewell believing. 
Death is the ſure ſhort Road—to ſhun deceiving. 
Trumpet. - * 
Laugh at your Woes: and make 'em plegfing. © 
Flute, | 
No, no—the Pains we chuſe deſpiſe all Eafing, 
Trumpet. 
Hope for a Cure where Nature plac'd it. 
Life is fo ſhort, tis a Shame to waſte it. 
Seek for Delight : and deſerve to taſte it. 
Age will come on, and allow no Leaſure. 
Youth will be gone, and away goes Pleaſure, . 
Flute. | 
Reſt and the Grave will meet,—but ah /i I ther, 
Joy flys the vain Purſuit of hopeleſs Men. 
. Merope riſes, and comes — 


IS MEN E. 
Go—the Queen riſes.— Angels, that have tun'd, 
&:2ward the vocal Magic of thy Song. 


Exit Singer.” 


MEROPE. 
Let me, when, ext, thy too officious Love, 
Faithful /jmene, trys th* harmonious Charm, 
Let me, have Muſick, ſolemn, all, and foo, 
$1d-ſuied to my T houghts—— Why ſhou'd I hear, 
Who have no Power to taſte, ſuch ſpritely Notes, 
As they who are more Happy, find more Sweet? 


ISMENE. 


Why, when the Gods grow gentle, are You fad ? 


You felt. their Anger, ſharply. Now they ſmile, 

Embrace their proffer d Bounty — All the Lords 

Of glad Mycene, in full Senate mat, 

Take Mealurcs to proclaim you reigning Queen : * 
You, 


aa wt hd 


1 but 


- 
> * vy 


A EDT. * 


You, whom diſtſei but by 1-=ro whole Charm. 

Made aweful by your: Woes add eln { 

What, 8 of Narbas: 2-or . zen; 
ISMEN E.. 

May it be ſoon No Prince, of Birth like His, 

Where-e're conceal'd, can ſcape ſuch — 
MEROP E. 

Will ye, at length, ye Powers, reward my Tears? 

Will ye, at laſt, reſtore Eumenes, to me ? 

If he yet lives—this only remnant Heir 
Of his wrong'd Mother's Miſeries oh, abe him. 
From his dear Breaſt, linke wide the Murd'rer's 
Dagger. | 

Is he not Yuris? a Branch, from Great Alcides? 

What, tho'— forget it, and be hu d, O Faith * 

What, tho* to Traitors-proſp'rous Swords, you gavg 

His Faiber's fated Lite—ah, yet ! deſert not 

This Image of his Form, that fills my Soul. 


ISM E MN.ES..! 
Dear, tho? he doubtleſs was, and jultly mourn'd, 
Shou'd you exclude all ſenſe of Biß beſide ? | 
MER OP E. 
I am a Motber: with a Mother's Fears. 


ISMENE. 
But, can a Mother's Fears efface the Stamp 
Of Hers Soul, that marks a Race like yours? 
—Sweet, tho? his infant Smiles, they dwell, too fix d, 
Too deep, on your touch'd Memory! Long Tears 
Are paſt, ſince firſt you loſt him. 

MEROPT: 

TL.oſt hin f-—never,— 
In twice ſeven dreagful years, no Moment's Light 
Broke on my Eyes, but brought His Image with it. 
Why tell' thou me of T; en Monche, and 

Veare, 

Have grown ; but with *em grew, my Pain, to loſe bim. 
— Weigh that laſt fatal Hint, thy Father ſent ne. 
412 3 Hope, 


4 MBA CO FR. 
Hope, ſaid th* Alarmer ſoon, to ſee ZEumenet 
All, you wou'd wiſh :—fear All, from Poliphontes. . 
| ISMENE. 
Wiſely, you fear him, —but *twere wiſer, ſtill, © 
So fearing, to prevent him.— Hear the States: 
Quit, at their Prayer, this Regens Name be cromm d: 
And riſe, indeed the Queen they meant to make you. 
MER OP E. 
Is not the Crown my Son's ? 
OT SOMENE:;: 
A Son, ſo lov'd 

Shou'd he return, wou'd thank 

MER OP E. 

Periſh the Heart, 

That, meanly proud, and poorly fill'd for Self, 
Swells, from Another's Loſſes! s: 

ISMENE. 

Public Intereſt —— 
| MEROPE. | 

Curſe on al! Int'reſt, that includes not Honeſty ! 
— But, here, even int reſt brings no Plea to tempt me. 
What can a childleſs Mother hope, from Empire? 
What has Diſtreſs to do, with Pomp's vain Splendor? 
l ſee the very Light of Heaven, with Pain. 
Ne're ſhall brief Comfort chear theſe blaſted Eyes, 
That ſaw my bleeding Lord, my murder*d Children; 
Saw my Friends fall: Saw Men and Gods forſake me. 
0, Guilt! O, Perfidy !—oh ! Death's dire Day! 
Preſent, forever, to my frighted Soul. 

ISMENSE. 
Oft have I wept, —to hear that Day's ſad Tale. 


MESVUOTE... 

J hear it now Even yet their Cries riſe round mel 
Save, fave, the Ring —ſave the poor gaſping Princes: 
Save the diſtracted Queen I ſcream i fiy— 
On every Side I turn meet battling Crowds : 
Swords, glitt'ring 3 loud gr and mingled 

Mes, Groanings. — 
| M way 
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A TRAGERE DUN N 5 
Meet, /aſt—a Sight — beyond all Senſe of Horror! 
Mcet—an expiring Huſband's out ftretch'd Eye, 
Strain'd, with à death-mix*d Tenderneſs on mine 
And ſtruggling from his Blood, to reach, and claſp me. 
— There, two departing infant SufPrers fell, © 
The Eldeſt, of our Loves !—duteous, in Death ! 
Croſs the King's Breaſt, they threw. their little Bodies, 
And lent their Hand's weak Aid - to fave their Father. 
— Only Eumenes—*ſcap*d th* Aſſaſſin's Fury. - 
Some interpoſing God vouchſaf d to veil him: 
And He, whoſereen'd him, then, may, once, reſtore him. 
— Narbas, thy wiſe, thy faithful Father, bore him 
Far from my Sight to ſome dark ſafe Retreat: 
Some Deſart,—barren of Diſtreſs, and Man 


SCENE u. 10 
ME ROPE. IS MEN E. EURICLES, 


IS MEN E. 
ME ROPE. 3 
| Wellcome - what Hope? 
EURICLES. = | 
Wou'd, I cou'd anſwer—what you wiſh to hear! 
... MEROQPE. 11 
Not what I wiſn but what Heaven wills, reply. 
1757 EURICLES. 18 6 
Vain was our Search From Peneus Bank, it ſpread, 
O'er vaſt Ohmpus: far and wide, through Greece, _ 
Enquiry, lab'ring, loſt its fruitleſa Prayer. FOR 
Deſcription cou'd not wake the leaſt Idea. 
None knew, none ever heard of, Narbas Name 
N MEA ROPE: anl. 
Alas! he breaths no more my Son is dead. 
1 IS MEN E. 
So, Fear makes real every fanſied Wos. 24 
Tou've heard, that, on Report of this new Peace; 


LY — 


— 
1 


My Father guides him, ſecret, to your Win. 
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6 M E R A PE. 

. E URIC LES. 
Thence grew his Fear! Goo Narbas, wiſel y loyal, | 
Veils his Return, and cautiouſly conveys hin. 
Narbas knows All his Dangers I, mean while, 


Watch, with a guardful.Eye theſe Murd*rers Motions : 
And, with determin'd Hand, prepare to ſave him. 


MEROPE. 
On F aith ſo try'd as Thine, even Woe leans, caly, 
| EURIC'L-E:S. | , 
Doubt but my Power's Defect: My Will finds none. 
But 1 have News more threat ning. 


ME ROPE. 7 


Can That be? 
EURICLES. 
Th? aſſembled Senate vote, in warm Devate, 
A Partner in your Crown. 
MEROPE.: - 
* Care ! 
You ſhou'd have call'd it Infult. 
EU.RICLYE 8. 
Words were vain. 
Truth, unſuftain'd by Power, but fights, to fall. 
The partial People roar for Poliphantes: 
And Right, and Law, and Pity, ſink before him. 
" MER OTF, | 
Can Fortune, then, reduce the Great to Pi! 
Can Kings, in their own Realms, contract to dad .? 
He, who counts de, among his crown*d Progenitors, 
Come He, to Subjects, to explore a Maſter ! * 
—— Shame on thy Lies, O Loyalty! 
<< EURTCESS: 
Your Friends ——- 
MEROPE. | 
—Yecs—Thee; good Euricles ! 


J have no Friends 


Forgive me, that I wrong'd thee-——"twas my Sorrow. 


The Wretchec, in their Pain, forget the Kind. 
Blocks! Stones Rebellion hardens Men, to Brutes! 
Senſcle's, alike, to Gratitude, ,and Glory, 


Even Name: das well as Natures, change their Meaning, 
| EUR + 


_—, a aw tf 


Something mult be reſolv'd, to check their Speed. 


Twill affect their S0 reign s near Return. 


What can he, more ſo much already done? 


N Ja #8 
WITS 1 1 
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A TRAGED F. 
__EURICLEsS 


And Fates Sword, they thi 
 MEROPE. 
Ever inſulted, now by Friends, now Forms. 
Princes are Slaves, that Subjects may have Zzberty. 
Driven, or attracted, ever !——why was a King 
Call'd Ruler ? infamous Abuſe of Phraſe! 
Faction and Clamour are, more, Kings than He. | 
EV EANTCLEKS.--: 


MEROPE. 
ves let me face theſe Lords. of Kings, and Law: 
Comets of Empire ] theſe portent*cus Stars, | 
That ſparkle by the Fire they fea! from Majeſty V 


I will go dart Truth's Lightning in their Eyes, 


And thunder in their Ears the Rights of Thrones. 
I will revive loſt Senſe of Truſt, and Duty : 


(zoing.) 
| EURICLES. 
Oh, Heav- n! be That Way, Ruin lies. 
Their Tyrant Leader already fir d, 
By chat Alarm: and dreams, of what he dreads. 
MEROPE, 


EURICLES. | 
ealous of —_— Men make Haſte in Guilt : 
ork, to be ſafe, and hold no Means too wicked. 
Mycene, but by Faction, freed from Faction, 
Weigh'd like a Conqueſt, he computes His own. 
No T'ye fo facred binds endanger'd Valour, 
Where hot Ambition ſpurs it Every Rampart 
Gives Way, before him. Law, corrupted, guards him. 
Wealth dreſſes, Poverty: attends, Prite leads : *. 
And Prie/thood preſſes Gods who hate——=to ſerve him. 
MER O- 


ET * E N O F E. 
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e ME ROPE. . — 
I ſee th“ Abyſs, before e- Let ebe! 26305 
Tf I plunge in, and eruſſi this vc: amore, Oh 4 I 1 
*T will be, hy fall for Vengeance. 4 laſt t 

8 EVRICLES, ee ok 
en, Soft! he comes. 
„ 1 
MRG IE. 
Wear for a Moment, Heart! che Veil thou hat'ft. 
SCENE III. Ts 


MEROPE. POLIPHONTES. 
POLTPRIONTES OD 


Ever in Tears, my Queen ! now, give a Truce 

To Sighs; and caſt aſide your needleſs” Sorrow. 

Shake, from thoſe injur'd Eyes, a'Grief that dims em: 

And to the Voice of Love, vouchſafe your Ear. 

w—— Mycene's Chiefs have taſk*d my willing Sword 

To guard, and (wou'd you ſmile) partake, your 0 5 
ME ROP E. 

Unbluſhing Faction, What Bold Brows are Thine !' © 


POLIPHONTES. 
Faction, uprooted now, ſurvives no more. * 
One ſole Diviſion reſts : 'twixt You, and Me. 
Laſt, let #s, too, uni Peace, Reaſon, Safety, 7 
Confed'rate A og aint Int'reſt, All, concur 1, © 
To recommend, and firm, this © courted Knot 


— ou frowmn—— | 


Ido, . _ gaze, wich Horror! 
2 O:164 PH Q NT E& :::+ nity 
Gaze on. I am no Stranger to myſelf z 
Nor to a Woman's Paſſons.—I grew grey 
Beneath a Weight, of Winters ſpent in Arms. 
Il know, Time's Furrows are no Paths to Love 
I know too, You are younger: ſtill, retain 


2 
1 
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4 
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, 
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4 Forget, 
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_— * * , 4 oY 
, - 
* 


r 
Bloom, and fipe as Summer. EY 
—— W 
Intereſt of State 0'er«Jeups mee Taſtes in LO] .. 
—Weigh not my Offes In Dildain's light — | 
Von arc the Daughter; Mother; Wife, of r 
But the State wants a Mater - What aus 11 01 
Vain Title, tl tome Sword, I otra Tu it. 

FL NESS i ſy Skt 4 id bn 
Heaven that & nh Wee ih es 4 
Bots %, of « Gg oe” 

A dl _he- 
Dat Alen e er of thy * 
With ſuch ene e RAT — | 
Me, te Child my er 
d eee ich Gait and Thee i 
Me, cnt then rem fo bao wed Th Lowe 
—— reath a Soldier's Brow? A 
PHOMNTES, | 4 
Soldier? immortal Gods bo more deſerves 
To vern, States, than Ae Who, beſt, can fav? 
ich how am Apritude, Didn 

ee ee, e Waden, 
That All that fwells v Pride, f. my Honour.” 
He who was, firſt, cilłd Kine, tre That, was Soldier 15 
Great, betauſe brave z 8 his Sr 
Hirth! is a Shadow. TSelfduſtain'd, 7 
Out- lord's Succefſion's Peg. -and needs 3 Anceſ- 
I am above Deut; and no Bad. tors. 
Scarce is my on leſt mine; tis loſt, „ 
Spilt, in — Oat) wo he, fain Scornet 
—Let hat ſtill warras my 1 r 5 — =p 
Nay, wh Sarda wt 
Take — my Gift: 15 


A TRA GE DUV. 
Charms, paſt their 
T know it, All. Dur; 


fi 77 


170 f | Ast 137 5 C 
Pary? art ES er Non 
e CL" 


| | * TP 8 7 
e Boy W 
18 ME ROPE, 
42 22 20 poLIPHON TEN Nac rug? 
There will be Parties 3 and there #wf be Kings 11 f 


And he; "who beſt can curb Was orm du reign. | 
2.411 - MERO PE. 117011 o * — 


FE Bluſh, if thou can'ſt, thou Foe to Truth; and Fame, 


To thy King's Aſhes, to his Widow's Tears; 
To his loſt Son's hard, hopeleſs,” friendleſs, Fate 2 7 
And his high kindred Gods, Who gave him Empire. 
e 7, POLIPHON DES: 3:2 [4 7! 
'Tis doubtful, whether, yet, this Son ſarpives. - 
But, come he, if he can, from Death's dumb Shade; 
And, back'd by kindred Gods, reclaim nee | 
—] i eek not to decerve.you, Stern Mycens 
Brooks no ſuch feeble Maſter. | Warlike Sues: 
Lean, but on time-try'd Columns, Kings, whoſe- Claim | 
Springs from their Souls and who defend, and reign. 
—1, who. . your Lord, by Right ſucceed bim. | 


MiERORPE. 
Succeed him, 1 — ?— Has he not a San F< 
' POLIPHONTES.:: +» 


Boy-brain? d Eumenes is too young, for Pawere= 
Be Pride his Birth- right Im content with Empire. 
2 ſhould he, Tine nothing, aſk for All? 
Gods: were his Great F orchachers,—rhent, tis « Claim, L 
POLIPHONT ES. 
Far other Value, bears Mycen?s Crown.” 
Right, to rule Men, is now no longer held 
By dull Deſcent, like Land's low whore 
*Tis the pluck'd Fruit of Toil—'tis the paid Price 
Of Blood, loſt nobly : And tis, Bantu * Doe. | 
> MEROPE.! 
What haſt thou done, thou Wreteh! to dareſuch Hope? 
 — »POLIPHONTES:- | 
Bethink you, of that Day, when theſe proud Walls 
Bluſh'd — the Blood you boaſt; from Traitor 38 words. 
Review your helpleſs Huſhand- fee your Sons, 
Ee round you. * thoſe guſhing Eyes 
| And 


"Re" 
a 1 * 5 
"YE 5 


has, 


And view me, IM ] was; Not, os too low 
To ſhare your ryffled Paſſions —Yes : Twas I, 
From your freed 1 Palger chas d 65 xrohelming Foe : 
Sav'd your Hercule 2 Sceptre, and its er 
—], I. repelb d. th e Woes you cb but ut weep. 
See "there, my Right, my Nack, my Claim — 
- ..MEROPE..: - 

Hear, hear him, Heaven] and give me back my Sen. . 

._ POLIPHONTES 
Les: Let him aps, this Son {—He hall be taught: 
Leſſons of Glory Toug ht my Arts to reign, 
Ja to the Blood e of Hercules I, too, 
Revere: Let others dread it. My Ambition 
Climbs, +eyond Progeny 2 to de end 
From Heaven, hy Wilh. Could c aſpire, to be, 
9 a God, twere well—To ring el Gods, 
Is leſs, than mine — who, like a 800 command. 

ME ROPE. a 

Think—e're thou claim'ſt a Greatneſs, not thy own— 
If thou would'ſt emulate a God, be , 
Man can be brave, too boldly. . 
Sav*d many a King. But, did he tea their Diadems ? 
—Woud'ſt thou able Hercules? Protect | 
Unfriended Innocence. Aſſert thy Prince. 
Reſtore th* unhappy Wand'rer to my Arms; 
Ceaſe to afflict ; and give him, to my Fondneſs. 
— $9, cou'd ch Influence move, /o try d, ſo courted, 
Who knows for, Gratitude has net, like Love— 
Who knows—how far I might forget my Glory 
And—if. Peace dwells ſo low—Expe# it not— _ 
I will not bid you ol Tam fu can flop. 
So greatly far.— Bend, I am ſure, [ cannot. | 

EM RFI "FF Merops, 


B2 ..., SCENE. 


20 ME ROPE, 


” 
* * 
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SCENE IV, 
POLIPHONTES, EROX. 


1 ER OX. 
Ent' ring, I heard her too e Scorn, 
And wonder'd, at your Patience Waits a King, 
For a weak Woman's Wiſh, to fix his Throne? 
Greatly and bravely have you clear'd your Wax 
To the Hill's Foot: Vet, when it courts your climbing, 
Fall back, to ff2h; and ſeek her Hand, to lead you! 
POLIPHONTES, | 
Near, as thou think'ſt I ſtand, my warier Eye _ 
Marks, *twixt the Throne and me, a Precipice, _ 
Where Faith or 1 fall headlong. Does not Meropt 
Know, her Eumenzs near —Shou'd he return, 


Th inconſtant People wou*d with Shouts receive him 


And ſmooth his way to Empire, o'er my Boſom. 

— This ſhou'd I fuffer—all in vain my Sword 
Succeeded, when his Father fell, my Viftim. * 

In vain dbed both his Brothers. Vainly, too, 

Thy Veil, O filent Darkneſs! has conceal'd me, 
Till I, behind hee, have been thought th* Avenger 
Ev'n of the Blood I fpilt. —At length, impends 

Th' important Hour] and Fate is mine, or Merope's. 
Dear to Mycent, ſhou'd this Son arrive. 
Where are my fifteen Years long Toils in Blood ? 
Eumenes muſt not come.—Doom'd, from his Cradle, 
To blaſt my thwarted Schemes, Atonement claims him. 
Thou know'ſt, from Proofs,moſt timely intercepted, 
This new Boy King returns, and hopes Mycent. | 
What ſhall we do? Night veils not long (they ſay) 
The Murd'rer's time- told Secret. Some blind Chance 
May whiſper, Truths he muſt not live to hear. 

If, as our Prieſts aſſure us, Heaven loves Vengeance, 
Sure! after fiſteen Years, of patient Stray, 


The leaden- footed Creeper, now, draws near / 
ERQX. 


now * 


Pr : 


A TRAGEDY, 21 


ERORX. & 
Truft your high Fortune, and diſdain a Doubt. 
Foreſight and 25 erceneſs are the brave Man's Gods, 
And bis own Hand ſupports him. 


POLIPHONTES.. 
My latc 


late Order ? 


EROX. 
*T was, with a filent N well * 


From Elis 3 Myrtené, e -x2 eee 

Is watch d, by ſleepleſs Warders.—If they come, 
Narbas and A. their Gods muſt march before em! N 
Or not Alcides Blood cou*d ſcape the ſhedding, 5 


Lour 8 s Zeal 1s warm. 


POLIPHONTES. 
hh "oe ann ic dd? 


| EROX.- | 
It i5s.-None knows his Name, whoſe Life he waits. 
All they have yet been told is, a fad Tale, 


Of an old wily 7 e with him, 
On murd*rous NS n 7; . 
Urg' d by exacted Oath to ſeek your Death. 

POL, IP 10 ONTES. 
But, what this Rumour, of Myſantbus, r, 
Before Alcides * I that true? * 


ROK. 

Too ſure, he fell. I choſs lis truſty Arm, 
Join'd with his martial Brother s, as moſt fit, 
To guard that likelieſt Station; where, ſhould Nerkas | 
Dare, with his Exile, touch Mycent's Border, 
Firſt, they wou'd 1 0 beg That Godbead's Care, 
From whom their Race e its proud Deſcent. 

- POLIPHONTES.. | N 
Twas Forecaſt, worthy of a Zeal, like Th 
Nor cou'd thy Care 5-4 choſen an abler Hand. | 
Or one more 177 U in Blood, than That Miſantbus. 
was He, thou know'ſt, that, faithful to my Cauſe, 
On that black Night, attending, near Creſphontes, 
. the King s Sword, * che Duſk of ä 8 


3 


1 


23 ð ĩ ME RN ONE 
To pierce its Maſter*s Breaſt.— An Act, ſo daring, ... 
Deſerv*d the Sword, tho* three rich Gems dom f it, 
He had it: And he wore it, for his Pains. 
Ew » | > * aabolg SO: 
Yet, at Acides Temple, drew it raſhly, 
And %% it, with his Liſe. _ 
. POLIPHON TEES. 4 
22 How ſcap d his Brother? 
| EMS: io” 
Scar d, out of Mem'ry's Uſe, All he eou'd tell me 
Was, that the God inſpir'd ſome dreadful form 
Some more than mortal Monſter; — And He fed, 
POLIPHONTES. 
Vile Safety !—left his Brother unreveng'd : 
And ſhun'd a Soldier's Death. We muſt be watchful, 
Some in-felt Bodings bid me call this Stranger 
Enmenes : Or his Friend. © - © | 
| 'EROX. 
That Fear was mine: 
Till, on Reflexion that he came, alone, 
It look*d unlikely. Chance it, as it may, 
Whene're he this way comes, he comes, to die. 
POLIPHONT ES. 3 

True. Let, I cou'd have wiſh'd to ſpare this Crime, 
But, one firſt choſen, the Reſt grow neceſſary: 

So falls the Son.— The Mother muſt not follow. 
Her, I have Need of, Marriage mends my Reign. 
Her rightful Title conſecrates Ambition: 

And Uſurpation whitens into Law. | 

Ehe People love her: I, poſſeſſing ber, 

Hold her Friends too, in Derry. — Erox I — thou, 
Whoſe Fate grows cloſe to mine, aſſiſt my Scheme. 
Skill'd how to ſpread Craft's Nets, allure the People. 
Train 'em, by ev'ry Art: poize ev'ry Temper, 
Avarice will /e/! his Soul : Buy That, and mould it. 
Weakneſs will be deluded; there, grow eloquent. 

Is there a tott'ring Faith? Grapple it faſt _ 
By Fa{/ry : And profuſely deal my Favours. 
I Threaten 


7 


_ A. TRAGEDY. 28: 
Threaten the Guiltys Yivetaiw the Gay. 
Frighton the Rich. Find Miſbes, for the Wünton: 
And Nevorence, for the Godly, Let none, ſcape the. 
Dive into Hearts: Sound every Nature's Biaſs— 
And bribe Men by their Potions. —Buts Theſe Arts, 
Already Thine, why waſte-I Time — 
Vainly, the Sword ſucceſsful ſcales a I WW 
Since, Fortune changing, Strength's loft Hope is * own. 
But Art, | calPd- in, attracts reluctant , - 
And, men loſt by Fower, is 60 d or Skill 
. 0 {1 
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A C T 1. 8 c E N E I. 
The Palace: | 55 
MEROPE. EURICLES. ISMENE, 
MEROPE. 


8 che World dumb on my Eumene's Fate? 


ISMENE. 
Calamity, too ſoon, had found a Tongue. 


MEROPE: 
Has Nothing, from the Borders, yet been heard ? 
' FURTCLE SW 
* that claims your notice. 
| MEROPE. 
Who is He, 


This Priſoner, lam told, but now, brought guarded? 
EURICLES. 
A raſh young Stranger, caught, with guilty Hand, 
Red, fom the recent Marks of ſome late Murder. ay; 
B 4 M K- 
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24; It E ROPE, 


ME AO E. 

A ard ee Kava? 

How and where, was it. Lam ald 8 arter, 
ISM E NE. t 997t 


Oh! Sends too lively, of traterna l 
All Things alarm your Tenderneſs. You beer 


Chance ee : and rake her Voice, for That of Nature, 
E URICLES. 2 

This ow Adventure; of ſome — Murd'cer, | 

Some Robber of the Borders, carries wich it. ba 

No Conſequence, of Quality to ee ou. 

This, but one Crime, of many a and. frequent 


On all our Frontiers: the ſad Fruit, of Wars, 


Domeſtic and licentious; weak' ning Juſtice, 

And, fearleſs: in the Face of Heaven, oppoſing 
Friend againſt Friend. and Brother murd'ring RR 
MEROPE. 

What is hi Name? whence came” he? Why unknown ? 
EURICLES. | 
He ſeems, and is, if Truth may truſt * 
A Youth of rural Birth, — Nymph's Adonzs 
Whoſe Eye wou'd ſooner kill th vapley'd as. 
Than his unpractis'd Sword attempt the 
ME ROPE 

Whom (iell me) has he IC d. - anſwer.— I'll Pt of 

EUR LOL 8. 
What ſtrange Emotion, This. — 


HAT No M i 
O Matter. 
If 1 diſcover Guilt, *tis mine to Pun : 
If wrong'd, I owe him Mercy. 
EURICLES. 
——Sb:uld he _ Meri, 
'Tis las d 4 UR by Fortune. —  - 


MER Q EE. 
Cs Fault, 
Where Merit ſuffers, ell. on Kings, to mn em. 
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A TRAGEDY, = 


EURIGLES. 
What can a Wretch like This deſerve, from N 
MBRO PFE. | 
O, Euricles ! look ird: aſk thy Heart. 
Be, for a Moment, but, This Wi Thyſelf— 
And, ther, acquit the Power, that ſcorn'd to note thee 
— Beſides, who knows? he ma ins His fill po 
Perhaps, my troubled Mind 
Hearts that have Everything Night! e E 
. Wil, ye, warn him. 
EURI TABS: 
| Your Will mf MER 


a «...: En Te 

R 2» _ 
"G6, 1 my Baal! * 

Bid thoſe who guard the Pris'ver „ 


Exit Jade. 
EURICLES. . 
8e That by fitter T 11 [offering 16 go.] 


ME ROPE. 

| No, Euricks, © 

Stay: and more Terrors —Cou'd you chinkit? 

Preſs'd by new Sorrows, I forget my paſt, | 

And have not yet inform'd you———Pel 

Has dard demand my Hand: dar d — talk of Ma 
cc TRICETR 


G even ond their Seemings, are vour Dange ! 
| reat, even bey 15 N. y gers 


Dangers? No Danger, ſure! can licenſe That [ 


EURIC LES. 
Might Freedom be fortzi ven. 


MEROPE 


as nd 


Ok! 1.Queen 
I know his Offer Jud: know, It ſtans 
Your Name. Yet, bluſhing, add \—Your forc'd con- 
Grown infamouſly neceſſary, ——ftinds,. ent, 
The ſole, ſafe-Bar, twixt All your Race, and Nik 
| Mz. 


r 
38 MEROPE, =, 
 MEROPE. 
„Tis Horror, but to hint, ſo vile a Draw R 222 vo 
EU R 1C LEV. 
So thinks the Army. — 50, the Senate thinks. 
So, think th' exacting Gods : and, ſo— 
P 
n e \ pr; nan Gods — 
Why were They mm- d ?—Cou'd they forgive ſuchFall? 
From their own Offspring, to a Son of Clay! 
A Birth of Tumult ! a blown Bubble! rais'd - 
By Fortune's Breath; and puff*d abe the World, 
To ſhine, a Moment, and go out in Weeping. ar 
ier 
The King, your Son — _ 
MER OP E. 
Ah! Name not Him. How, W 4 
How wou'd He thank, my Choice of ſuch a Father? 
| _ EURICLES., ; 
Princes grow wiſe by Sorrows. He will ſee 
That hated Choice the Root of all his Safet 7. 
He will, by That, ſurvive his menac'd oom: e 
Owe his ſecur'd Succeſſion, to That Act 8 
Of dire Neceſſity: and thank your Pity. _ 
MEROPE.. 
What, what, have you been telling me? 
EURICLES. 
Hard Truths; 


Due, from firm Loyalty, to weak Diſtreſs. 
MER OP E. 

Can Euricles then plead, for Poliphontes “ 

You, who have painted him ſo vile, ſo truly, 

And never ſtoop' d, yourſelf, from Faith, to Fraud? 
EU RIC LE S. 

I know him guilty :—but, I know him 2e : _ , 

Know him re/jHeſs : know him childleſs, too; 

* know, you love Eumenes. 


ox 20 . 
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NE ROPE | 
| Lovin Him, 


How can l chuſabut bus the Hand db wrong hm; 
Leave Polipbontes odious: nor, forever, 
Dwell thus on Claims of Policy ;—forgetful, 
That Princes are above theſe Self- ſecurings: 
And born, to live for Truth —or die for Glory. 
to me of my Son: Say what you know | on 
Of him.—hide Nothing--for,— : -: 1 


Fa HW and weeps regardleſs of Eumene' 4 Entrance. 
* U R I CL E S. 


Bechold che Scranger, 
You long'd, a Moment luce, to ers. and queſtion. 


ow, 


eee sn et none 


S C EN E. II. 


MER OPE. EURICLES. ISMENE.” | Guards, 
*with EUMENES, in Chains, - 
EUMENES—(T Iſmene,) +: 
Is T Nane rs Queen, fo fam'd tor Mileries ? 
It is, * Is U 
EUMEN ES. | 
How ſweetly aweful how adorn'd, by Sorrows ! 
ISMENE. 
N doſt thou pauſe? the Queen admits thee nearer. 
EUMENES, 
No ler ſo much Sweetneſs, /o diſtreſs'd, 


Mov'd, even ſo greatly diſtant, —as to ne: 
And drew me, from my Deſart Give me Leave 


| To ſtand, a while. and gaze unmark*d—and note hes. 


O, ye protecting Gods ! whate*re becomes 

Of an abandon'd, nameleſs Thing, like me, 

Bleſs this Supreme Unfortunate ! this Face, 

That, awefully ſublime, amidſt Diſtreſs, 

Glows warm, with weeping Mercy Bold Adver 

That ſtrikes at Crowns, 11 mands, O Heaven Thy 3 
guarding, | I S- 


28 ME ROPE, 
x: ISMENE, 
Madam the Priſoner waits, | 
MER OP E.— Turning, to0bſerve bim. 
n A Mur er, This. 
Why ſtands he diſtant thus? Come forward, Stranger. 
A Mien like this, a Murd'rer's Cas it be, 
That Looks, ſo form'd for Truth, ſo mark'd for Inno- 
Cover a cruel Heart ?—Come nearer, Youth ! [cence, 
Thou art unhappy ; bid That Fate protect thee; _ 
And ſpeak, as to an Ear that loves the Wretched. 
Anſwer me now. Whoſe was the Blood thou ſhed'ft? 
; \--EUMENES. | 
Oh,Queen!—Yet—foraMoment—fpare my Tongue. 
M ER OP E. 
Murder, and Med:fty /—Whence, all this Shame? 
EUMENE S. 

Reſpect, Confuſion, —ſomething, here —un-nam d, 
And never felt, till zow,—have bound my Tongue. 
But—oh ! do Juſtice, to your Power to ſhake me; 
And, let not He/ttation—paſs—for Guilt.. 

TCR ROFL a £23550 5 
Goon.--Whowashe, whom, Pm told, thou ha*ſt killd? 
: EUMENE S. 
One, who with Wrongs, and Inſult, fir'd my Raſhneſs, 
One, who was Young, like me ; but, ſure, leſs hongft. 
MEROPE. 
Young !--was he young?--ſpeak; tell me.--No.--bedwnb, 
Ice, at my conſcious Heart, were warm - compar'd 
With what he chills my Soul with! Did'ſt thou 
know him? "yo! 
EUMENES, 
I did not. All Mycente's Earth, and Air, 
Her Cities, and her Sons, are new, to me. 
ESROAK. 
What, was he ar#/*d, this young Aſſaulter? came he 
With Malice? or tor Robbery ? Be of Comfort. : 
It he attack'd thee, thy Defence was neceſlary, 
And ſad Neceſlity makes All things juſt, 
| 2 EUMENES. 


A TRAGEDY. * 
EUMEN ES. * 
| provok”*d him not. 
"Tis not in Valour's Wiſh; to oer laſult: 
5 And ſure! it is no Crime, to check it, Mer d. 
, MEROPE. ; T 
| On, then—relate the Chance, that led thee hither. 
3 EUMENES - 
Entring your Borders, I beheld a Temple, 
Sacred to Hercules; the Gad, my Soul 
Low, as'my Lot was caſt, a/pires to Honour. 
— What ſhou'd Ido? bare Vot'ry as F'was! ©) 
I had zo Of rings brought no Vi#ims, with me. 
Poor, and oppteſs'd by Fortune, what I cn t 
I gave—l knelt, and pour'd a Eur before him, 
Warm, as a hundred Hecatombs! pure, pridelefs, + 
Pious, and firm. Th' Unhappy can no more. 
—Yet, humbly conſcious of my far -· thrown N 
I aſſed not, for ane, his undue Bleſſing. D 
I pray'd Protection, to his own bigh Race: a. 
For, I had heard, Great Queen ! your Wrongs reguir d 
The Prefent God, methought, receiv'd my — ſit. 
His Altar trembled ; and his Temple rung 
Keen, u „Glories beam'd, about me: 
I know not how ite but my Heart, 
Full of the Force inſus' d, ä 7 
My ſwelling Courage, far above e 
Inflam'd me: and I glow's, 3 ro 12 
MER OP E. Ring in 1175 
Speak on. . Methinks, che perry Ore 
And Ev'ry Hearer glows, as Marmi as Thou! Long 
UA MNE855 
I bow'd, and left the Temple Following, came 
Two Men, of haugtny Stride, with angry Lowre: 
Roughly, accolting; they reproach'd my Prayer. 
How did 1 dare. oo Ad, ſolicide —— tell 
To aid Sedition's Purpoſes? N οjẽHνdſ 
Shou'd /ave A Wretch like me, preferib'd by Power. 
I heard, aſtoniſh' d; and prepar d * 


Heaven is my Witneſs, 1 
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30 ME ROF E, 
When, with impatient Fierceneſs, Fach rais d h 


With Rage conjoin'd, came on. 


MER OP E. Lake, 
Both Came they, e, 
To wound thee — 


E UM EN ES. 1 0 
Both, with more than Madman 8 F Frenzy, 
Struck at my Breaſt, ignobly.. . 7 grit 
MEROP E. n 
Thou has 2 me: . 
Go on.--Theſe Men had Souls, that match d their F ate. 
„ E UCME NE S. 
Un-arm'd, and inoffenſive, ſo ſurpriz d, 
The God I had addreſs d repaid my — 9h; 1 
— Warding the weakeſt Stroke, with ſwordleſs Hand, 
Fiercely I clos'd, and ſeiz d the wreſted Steel 
FromHim whoſe ſtronger Arm more nearly preſod me. 
Seiz d it with Light'ning's Swiftneſs: for, Diſtreſs | 
Rowſes the weak, to Vengeance.—-On Himſelf, 
I turn'd his pointed Weapon: ſav d my Breaft, | 
And plung'd it in His own.—He fell. The Gcher 
Started, and curs'd : but, like a Coward, fled,' _ _ 
Falſe to his dying Fellow. Mighty _ 055 7: 
This is the ſad ſhort Truth. May the kind Power 
I bow'd to, touch your Ear ; and move your * 
ME ROPE. 
She were a Tygreſs, that cou'd hear this Tale, 
And pauſe, upon thy Pardon.—Still, go on: 
How wer't thou ſeiz'd ? hide Nothing : and hope All. 
EUMENE S. 4 
Shock'd by uncertain Dread for what was done, 
And ignorant Whoſe the Blood; which, looking derm 
I ſaw, guſh wide, and ſtain th' incircling Sand: 
I gaz'd aſtonifh'd round: and mark'd, beneath, 
Where, at a Furlong's Diſtance, the Salt wave 


Broke on the pebbly ſhore with mournful Murmur. 


Sudden I ſnatch'd the Corps, from where It bled ; 
And, haſt ning to the Beach, with added Weight, 


(Appealing 


AiT;RAGE DY. 31 


Appealing Neptune) it td tlie Sea. [Queen, 
Ta. S8 I ſighed, nd fled : Your Guards, great 


For what eſcapes ſuch Eyes, as:Heeven's: and Yaurs f - 
Unſeen by the; mark'd all'; follow?d; and _ me. 
ME R OP n 
Did * reſi, when ſeiz d? 
E ba ME NES 
| ION LB C8 I cou'd not, Madam. 
The Nome of Meroge diſarni'd'tny Will. 
They told me they were Yours. I bow'd, and yielded: 
Gave *em niynew-gain'd Sward: and took their Chains. 
| EURICLES. 
This Youthyby Him he kill'd, wasjudg'd ub; 
ME ROPE. 
Ohl J have noted All: and Heaven was juſt. 1 
— Retire, to farther — gentle Vouth.— 
Tis well. Wait, there, my CallP IL tell the, Euricles! 
Methought, at, every Word this Wanderer ſpoke, 
Pity——or Something, zenderer than Pity, TH 
Clung to my aking Heartſtrings l nay, e 
For, I will tell — All —Creſplante? Features, 
* dear dead many Lord's reſembled Feature 
I ſaw, and trac'd, l bluſh, to think what Folly 55 
Trac'd, —in this Cottage Hero's honeſt Face. 
IS ME NE. 
Compaſſion is a kind and generous Painter. 
—Yet, Truth Herſelf muſt grow as blind, as Fortune, 
Ere ſhe gou'd.look on That unhappy Youth ;';! »-- * 
And find him Jeſt, than worth her Eindeſt Pit. 
AN AY 2099 I GAT IS.. I 131 — 
I, mens ſ] peaks my:Thoughts; He's innocent. 
The Gods have ſtamp'd their Mark of Cardanenibim: 
And no Impoſter's Art inhabits there. +; 11472 5, 
MER OP E. 7 — rh 62 
Again, approach me—In what Part of Greece. 
Did it pleaſe Heaven to give thee Birth, good Vouth ? 
| BYMENES, | ee nr 


15 og * 0 —.— — 


55 MER OP E, 
Innen ee Tg 
In Elis. rd | 
I boy's, it t had been nearer,——Haf thou, ever, 
In thy lowConrverſe, heard the Swains, ce Noghbourt 
Mention a Name, like Narþas ?-—or Exmenes ?— 
Ehe Laſt, thou muſt have heard f. 
EUMENES 
p Never, Madam, 
NME ROPE. 
Never ?--That's greng e! what then was thy Condition? 
Wikat thy Employment ? and thy RAE 54 
EU MENES. 
My Father was a Sen. rd: learr'd; and wiſes 
Too humble for Duft inction- ad not Virtue 
Campe. d him, into Notioe.— Shunning Crake, - 
He ſought Felicity, in ſilent Search — 
Of un- ndang riag Worth, . 
He ld un-emyied : for, excelling All, 
Ne veil'd ſu peflor Eminence, by Modeſty : 
And made Subjeftion $weet, by Power's Ham, 
No claim d Exemption cas d his Life from Care: 
Peacefully poor! an and reverently belovid? 
His fleecy ſts fed him ud, un Name 
Was Policietes, Madam. 
MER OP E. 
What Thy Ou 
8 E U MENES. SEE i 
Low, like my paſt ral Care—to Cottage Fars g 
Adapted-—and untorm'd for Queens Regard... 
Tex, Elis, oft, will deign to ſpeak of —Dorilas. 
ME RO pP E. (Jau,) 
nl I have loſt my Hope. Heaven motks Relief * 
And every ſtarting Spark is quench'd, in Darkneſs, 
So, then, your Parents held no Raul in Els E: 
EUMEN E S. > efal 
Did Place draw Claim from Goodneſs, they had tie 
Preferment, with the Higbeſt— But their irtucs, 
Left Room for n0 Enlargement. — Mariar Eminence! 
| Borrows 
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CEL COR. | 
"MB'R O E. ns fl 17 
DID "Every Word ; 
He un hd a Chit (hoo Why, at home 
So bleſs'd, and, to fuch Patents, doybly dear, 
Didſt thou, forgetful of the Care thou 6d em, 
Quit their kind Cote, and leave em 10 Their Tears ? 
E U N E N E 5. 
A vin Deſire of Glory, firſt, ſeduc'd me. 
Oft had I heard my Father mourn Mycene, | 
Weep, for her Civil Wars, and ſuff ring Oren. 
Oft, had He charm'd my - aſpiring. Soul, 
With Wonder, at your Firm 
I learnt, by flow Degrees, to think: ſtrong 7ourb F 
Diſgrac'd, by home - felt Virttues: Weight d the Call 
Of Glory, againſt. Duty; and bold 
Ta hope, q humble Arm might add ſome: Help, 


= 


To prop your warring. Standards. See] great Queen, 


The ſole Seductiam, of my yy yp _—_ 
For, Heaven has taught me, tho? It loves oo Dons 
merit my Diſtreſs : who left my Father, 5 
Wanting, perhaps, in Age's feeble Calls, 


Some Aids, 1 might have lent him. — Tas a Fault. 


But, twas my it: And I may live, to mend it. 
wu) A, £.9R 0 lee. 
Methinks, I hear Eumenas —— So,” my Soul 
Informs me, had He known Deſcent, "thus lowly, 
So, My: Eumenes wou'd have thought, and ſpoke. 
—Such, is is Age, where'er conceaPd he mourns : 


Perhaps too, ſuch his Fortune—driven, like This, 
From Realm to Realm, a Wand'rer, - thus unknown! 


Friendleſs, and h 8, and expos'd to Poverty! 
— Oh! what Compaſſion will not Woes we ſuffer 
Inſpire, for Other*s Su — Too 


Thou ſtand'ſt, unfeeling Pride! and look*ſt norroundther, 
— [ will have Pity, on this Youth's Diſtreſs : | 


And cultivate his Fortune. What bold Noiſe ? 
I Bout beard without. 
C | Whence 


1 So, 3 | 


26 M E NOE, 
Whence can ſuch Rudeneſs flow Look out, Jſnene. 
IS ME N E. lat a Window. 
All Ilis are Poliphontes, The vile Rabble 
Shout their ſure Vote, for Treaſon. Polipbontes 
Is King, proclaim*d,—and Hope is now no more. 
8 Rf CL £8. 
*Tis the Joſt Evil. —Faith ay, ſtill, find Friends. 
All grow not giddy, when the Public rcels, 
E.U.M E' N.& 8. -- 

Oh! forthe Sword, once more, yout Guards took from mel 
Now, now, I feel theſe Chains: Now, firſt, they bind me. 
2 R.. H.. E. 

Give him his Sword. Let him be free, as Air. 
Honeſt Propoſer but, . Thy Help's top weak, 
To prop a Throne, in Danger. — Wait, without, 
Till this kind Lord conducts thee into Safety. 
| EUMENE V. | 
O, Queen! — forgive Preſumption, in the Poor, 
When They dare pity Greatneſs, 
A ER O02?P © 
Thou art Great; 
By Nature Gift: ——or, leſs than low, by Ars! 
| „ i © af 3 © 
All have their Mis'ries, --but, when Crowns grow wretched, 
Tis Impudence, in mean —_ tO mes pen | 
Exit Eumenes. 
S. DN „ x E S. 
Too fatally, I propheſied . Confeſs 
This hard Neceſſity: which, now, you find; 
And ſeem, at leaſt, to ſooth the Tyrant's Hope. 
ese. 
I miſconceiv*d the Gods. I durſt not dream, 
They cou'd have bid Guilt thrive: and given up Virtue. 
SS TR 6.3% 8 8: 
They will not, Madam. 
| M E * Hg F. 
o, my ſad Heart, ſtill, 
Struggles to hope: and, f they mark my Woe, 
TFT wp will forgive my Raſoneſs. 
E UR LL 


* 


e 27 
* URICLES. ＋ N 
Come, what muſt! 

I will aſſernble round you the few faithful, 


And, 1 & en ge your F all. 
[Exit karte. 


ENR III. 


ere ev 


e , F RN Darfiobuc 
0, peo dle! People They,” who cruſt you Fa, 
Bid the wk? Wi inds TE 


Ki * *Tis SO How... 


Their ill-jud&a Tenderneßs, not ! ightneſs, wrongs you. 
They —_ your late- paſt Dangers, dread Renewal: 
And wou'd ſecure, by this bold Partner's Share, 
Your nobler, in the 8 His Power protects. 
941 I Dt *＋ 22 E. X 0 P E. 
Inſolen Care hall Subjects to my Son 
Wed me to Inſult to the Hand I Date 
I 8 N E 'N E. 
They —— People's , Wie, the Voice of Gods, 
What villain Baſ-rieſs wants ſome'bold Pretence 
That drags in Heaven, to grace it? Thefts, Plots, Perjuries, 
Avarice, Revenge, the bloody Zeal, of Pride, 
And unforgiving Bitterneſs of Heart ; 5g 


All, —have their Gods to friend! their Prieſts, to nie 
SCENE IV. ds 


| Mergpe, Linens Euricles, with a Sword. 


EURICLES. 
Sorrows on Sorrows bear down Hope's laſt Prop. 
Now, be a Queen, indeed arm your great Heart, 
C 2 wn 
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28 1 E R O P E, 


With Preparation, to its utmoſt Stretch: 


For, if it ſtands this Shock, its Power's immortal. 


Ria 4 
No—T am ſinking, from all Senſe of Pain: 
And ſhall grow ſafe, by Want of Strength to ſuffer, 
Speak. there is now but one ſad Truth to dread : 
And my Soul waits it heard ;—then, reſts, for ever. 
EURICLE Ss. | 
It has pleas'd Heaven—this Sword ! this fatal Sword ! 
r 
I underſtand thee; thou woud'ſt ſay, he's dead. 
EURJICLES: :.: > 
Oh ! *tis too ſurely ſo : th' atrocious Crime 
At laſt, ſucceeded—and all Care is vain. | 
— SO”. 


| Gods! Gods! — *tis done. — And all your Bolts have 


ſtruck me. 
| I'S ME VE. 
Guard her diſtracted Brain ! 
EURIGLE Ss. 
Save her, kind Heaven! 
M'EA-R OPA. 
Fhere have I been? 
TURZFECET RAS - | 
; 995 „ too often, 
Has lodg'd, and left, th* Unh ,———recollect. 
. 1 E R O 7s 
Oh! Euricles: I recolle&, too much. 
EURICLES. | 
Forget it—for a few ſhort Moment's Refpite, 
. _ 

Truſt my ſuſtaining Heart. It breaks not, yer. 
Comfort's brief Cloud, methought, came ſhadowing, 
| o'er me. : 8 
But I am found, again: a Wretch, ſo friendleſs, 

That Madneſs will not lend Relief: but ſuns me. 
SU &E1C4S.8. 

Periſh, That young, that impious Hypocrite ! 
That iil-admir*d Attracter of your Pity : | 
Whom your Protection ſpar'd for fancied Virtue! 
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4 TR "I GEDY, 29 
Is MEMNE.. 
1 Dorilas ? 
EURICLE 8. 
. Him, Him, —That | u 
X X. A. 
Monſter ! beyond all Credit of Deceit! 
I $ MEN EF. 
He tis impoſſible. 
EURICLES. 
He was the Murderer, 
I bring too clear a Proof. Paſſing, but now; 
I found him waiting : freed him from his Chains ; 
And, to re- arm him, for the Cauſe he choſe ; 0 
Call'd for his Sword— Which, as he ſtretch'd his Hand 
To take, I mark'd, and trembled at the View, 
Theſe once- known Gems — too well remember' d, here ! 
MEROPE — taking the Sword. 
Oh, All ye ſleeping Gods ! *twas My Creſphontes | 
'Twas the King's Sword. Narbas, beyond all Doubting, 
Sav'd it, that dreadful Night, for my Eumenes. 
Oh! what a falſe vile Tale has this taught Fury, 
This practis'd, art-accompliſh'd, Flatterer — d, 
To cheat us into Pardon 10 
EURICLE S. 
Heaven beſt knows, 
What Number of Aſſociate Villains join d, 
To perpetrate this Crime! for, ah. too ſure, 
No ſingle Murd'rer's Hand had Force to dare, 
Far leſs to triumph o'er, a Prince like Ours, 
No Blood of Hercules is ſhed ſo tamely. 
MER OP E. 
Take the dumb dreadful Witneſs from my Sicht. | 
[giving Euricles the Sword, 
Yet, ſtay. return it me,— 6 
[reſumes the Sword—and kneels, 
— 1 thank ye—Gods ! 
C 3 Thank 


30 M E R 6 P E, 
Thank your inſpiring Juſtice : and acrept it. | 
Lave, "a to rp Lage this dire, due, Sacrifice ; 
Which, from the childleſs Mother's widow'd Hand, 
Tour Heav' n- directed Vengeance well demands. 
l e ci. 
Ves. I will Heatbhe it, on my Huſband's Tomb, 
Deep, in the bleeding Murd rer 8 panting Heart ; ; 
Then, ſcorning Poliphontes, pierce my own ; 
So, die, reveng'd, and ſafe, —abſoviny Heaven, 
— Go, Exricks,— 
VU RIES LE. '8:; 
Not /o.—Yet, bear his Sight: 
That, from his own dire Mouth, we may compel! 
Diſcovery, of his Guilt's commiſſion'd Ce 
And, to the Bottom, ſearch this horrid Tale. | 
Exit Eurxia, 
ISM E N E. | 
the Tyrant's Miniſter of Death. 


Erox | 
SCENE V, 

E ROPE. ISMENE. EROX. © 
EF 4 [ aſede. 


Now, aid me, wily Powers of winning Art! 
e. | 
How now! What bold Intruſion plac'd thee here? 
# 20 X 
Queen, of the Kingdom's Lord! his Heart's high 
Empreſs ! 
Suffer a Voice unequal to the Taſk, | 
To wrong th' intruſted Senſe of his told Grief 
Who ſends me to condele you. Poltphontes, | 
Had you but ſmooth*d that Brow's Majeſtic Bend, 
I meant to have ſaid, the Kizg,—this Moment, heard 
The Fate, moſt pitied, of the Prince, your Son 
Heard, and takes equal Part, in all your Wrongs. 
| F 
More, than his Fart, He takes, in what is Mine. 
Elſe, 


. 


. 


2. 


a TRAGEDY. 31 
Elſe, had he never dar'd aſpire, to ſeizte | 
His Maſter's Throne; nor Name my murder a Son. Bs 
— E R O 5 4 | VR 
Wiſhing, he waits but Leave. Reſpedt is delicate, 
And wou'd not, un- admitted, new, approach. 
Fain wou'd he talk of Comfort; to your Sorrows, 
Who, weeping, wants the Power to curb his own. 
MER OP E. 
What wou'd your artful Sender e, to ſay ? 
"8 R 30) * 
To beg, that to bis Hand you wou*d commit 
This hateful Murd'rer's Puniſoment.— He glows 
For Vengeance on ſuch Guilt, 'Shou'd think his Claim 
Unworthy a Crown's Truſt; leſs worthy yours, 
Cou'd he forget, that Juſtice props a Throne. 
ME R 0 PE. 4 
No. Tell him no. My Hand revenges, here. 
Too ſhort of Reach, Heaven knows! but, what it can 
It fall: and neither aſks, nor bears, his Aid, 
ER EG Er 
The King too tenderly regards your Will, 
To croſs it, ev'n in Anger. —leſs, in Reaſon. 
—1 humbly take my Leave. 
1 E R O P E. 


I grant it, glad] 
e 8 4 [Exit Erox, 
Hunted on every Side, why waits Diſtreſs, 


Till ſtill ety Growths of Anguiſh, more, oppreſs ? 


How poor a Thing is Life, drag'd on to Age, 
To ſtand, the pitied Mark, of Fortunes Rage! 
Death ſhuts out -Mis'ry : and can, beſt, reſtrain 


The Rack of Inſult, and the Wring of Pain, 
The End of the Second ACT. 
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e err 
The Tomb of CRESPHONTES, 


NARBAS ale. | 

A [ L, venerable Gheft ! hail, ſacred T; mb! 

Hail, heartwept Manes of my murder d Lord! 
My /aft ſad Object, in Mycene's Domes, 
Was Thy majeſtic E yebeam quench'd in Blood! 
Now, late returning, my orun dim old Sight \ 
Weeps into Blindneſs, o'er this King's Laſt Bed : 
Where ſilent Marble veils imperial Duſt, 
And ſpares, from All thy Power, but This poor Stone, 
To bound Thy as pang Reign !—yet, bere, even 

HERE! 
Sigh'd but Eumenes o'er this ſolemn Scene, 
Narbas had hop'd to ſoothe Thy ſorrowing Shade. 

How ſhall I meet his Mother's mourntul Eye, 

Who bring new Weight, to Woes o' ercbarg d before, 
From every madd'ning Street, I hear loud Shouts, 
Thoſe execrable Bawds, ta flatter'd Power! 
Proclaim the Traitor Polipbontes, King. 
He ! who, from Clime to Clime, track'd our ſad Way ! 
Held, like a hunted Deer, his Prince, in Chace ; 
Hot in Purſuit, for Murder! Each known Proſpect, 
Each Point, each Outlet of this neighb'ring Palace, 
Brings to afflicted Mem'ry ſome new Stroke 
Of Sorraw, freſh to Pain tho' fifteen Winters 
Have ſnow'd their whiteneſs on me, fince they fell! 
Wou'd, I cou'd find the Face of ſome old Friend! 


But, what Court F riendſhip's Life laſts, fifteen Wintets: 


oft. Whom has Heaven ſent, here! If Innocence 
Dw ells yet on Earth, ſuch Locks as theſe muſt houſe it. 
{Start as Iſmene comes nearer. 


Bleſs 


« TRAGEDY. 33 
Bleſs the reſembled Mother's copied Softneſs ! 
*Tis my Iſnene: Tis my own dear Daughter. 2 5 
Time cannot hide her, from a Parent's Eye: 
Child as ſhe was—and chang'd fince laſt I ſaw 2 


SCENE u. 


Narbas, Iſmene, follow'd by a Train of irie, in 
white, who bring Baskets, and firew fu 
the Tomb. ry 


ny, 


Go IS M E N E. 
Who is this bold Unknown? So fagely form'd . 
Yet indiſcretely rude—at ſuch an Hour, 
To break, abruptly, on the Queen's ſad Purpoſe! 
r 
Faireſt, of Forms—— 
IS E VE. 
Who are you? 
N 
Chide me not, 
Sweet Picture of the Powers, who ſhed ſoft Pity 
I am a very friendleſs, weak, old Man. 
Once, I was Servant, to the Queen you ſerve; 
O, grant the gracious Privilege, to ſee her. 
18 M £E N FE. 
Rev'rend, and Wiſe! The firſt, I fee you are : 
The laſt, my Heart conceives you—what a Time 
Have your miſguided Wants unaptly choſen |! 
Your Sight wou'd, now, offend her. Deep Diſtreſs, - 
From dire Solemnity of Purpoſe, brings her, 
——T were prudent to withdraw. 
NAX B 4 8— [in a low Voice. 
Come near—/[/mene. = 
IS MI NVE. 
Immortal Powers | Who can it be He knows mel 
Fain wou'd I mix wild Hes with Fear and Wonder. 
1 { approaching bim. 
N A R- 
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34 M E NR O PE, 


I 4. 


Thou art my Child. Kind Heaven has ſent thee Stor me. 


Be cautious—and obſerve. 


r 


Prophetie Heart ! 


Oh, Sir—— I cannot ſpeak ! 
N A X B A 5, 


Hide thy Surprize, 


[ K neeling. : 


[raiing her, 


Ere yet ſome dang'rous Note detects our Meeting. 


— Soft as thy Eyes [/mene, be thy Voice. 


And anſwer, to my Queſtion— where is the Queen? 


She lives, this moment: 


18 MB N £&. 


but the next, ſhe dies. 


Sorrowing the comes,—to offer on this Tomb, 
Her Life's /af# Sacrifice a dreadful Victim! 
—The Murd rer of her Son. 


R. 


Eumenes, dead ?— 


IS M AE NM E. 


Alas, Sir! cou'd you be a Stranger to it ? 


© &f $i an - 


Blaſt! to my Soul's beſt Hope. — Who dar'd this 
Vilainy? * * 


A Youth, who found him in Alcides' Temple. 
One, from whoſe Air of manly Modeſty 
None, ſurely cou'd have fear'd—behold! he comes. 
That fetter*d Criminal is He.—— Oh, Sir! 
Where will you, now, be hid? 


F. 


F335 £.8 & £. 
In Death, I/mene : 


If I now hear and ſee—and am not dreaming ! 


15 M 5 N F£, 


From the Queen's Eye, I dare no longer.— 


on I & 8. £F-|.8 [holding her. 
Stay. 
Queens, Kings, nor Gods, ſhall tear thee from my 
Till thou haſt heard me fully | Arm, 
1.8 — . | 
SCENE 


2 TRAGEDY. 35 

SC B&B NE: II; 
Solemn Proceſſion to a Dead March. Meropẽ. Euricles, 
with the Sword. Eumenes; in Chains. Guards, 

Prigfts, as to Sacrifice. Abe Dueen goes up weeping, 

and kneels filent, at the Tomb. While the Reft range 

| themſelves, on each Side the Scene. 
NARBAS, „ ISMENE. 

Some black-ſoul'd Fiend, ſome Fury ris'n from Hell, 
Has darken'd all Diſcernmenti Call aft thou not * 
That fetter'd Youth the Miwirer of Eumenes £ 

I $S M E N. Z. 
I call'd him fo, too truly, 
NAR B 1. 
He is Eumenes. | 

What angry God miſleads the Queen, to Madneſs? 

She dreams Eumenes kill and kills Eumenes ! 
| JIS M E VME. | 

Now are my Heart's late Tremblings well explain'd. 

Quick let me ruſh, and warn her erring Hand. Wir 
N 4 XI AIS. 

Not, for a thouſand Worlds—tofave him, So, 
Were but to loſe him, Surer. ——Polipbontes ' 
Has Ears and Eyes too near us.— Pray; and be dumb. 

Sad and ſolemn Mick. Then a SONG, of en 
by Mr. Beard, as Chief Prief.. . 
1. 


Hear, from the dark and ſilent Shade 
Hear, ye pale Bands of Deatb! a 
Gliding from Graves, where once your Bones were laid, 
Receive a Murd'rer's 1 3 
Cborus, of Prieſts and Virgins. 
Receive a Murd'rer's Breath. | 
II. 
Doom'd to atone the Blood he drew, 
Fates! lend your Ebon Bowl. | 
Take the devoted Stream, to Vengeance due, 
And cateb the parting Soul, 
Chorus, 


36 LE 
Chorus, of Prieſts and Virgins. 
And catch the parting Soul. 
MEROPE, riſing and coming rrward. 
Where is this Vitim—odious, to Al Powers, 
But one,—the dreadful Neme/zs ? 
The Guards bring up Eumenes. 
E- UX I C L E 8, 
Fet, er'e he dies, 

*Twere fit, ſome Force of Torture ſhould compell him 
To name his vile Accomplices. | | 
0 

It Hall. 
| Say, Monſter ! what provok'd thee to this Guilt: 
And what Aſſociates Ard thee. 8 
U NAS. 
I appeal 
The Gods, who find it fit my Soul ſhou'd buy, 
At this dear Rate, the Moment's Top. you lent it ; 
Thoſe Gods can witneſs for me; They! who curſe 
The perjur*d, and diſclaim the Baſe one's Safety. 
My Lips deteſt Impoſture : bold, and clear 
As Day's unſullied Light, they trace Truth, plainly. 
— Nor know I, by what Change, in Heav*ns high Will, 
T, who of late fo bleſs'd, had touch'd your Pty, 
Fall, now, beneath your Anger 
MER OPP E, taking the Sword, From Euricles. 
View this Sword. 
Know you the dreadful Object. 
N 
Twas the Villain's, 
My juſt Hand puniſh'd with it. 
r 
Seize him. Rend him. 
Swift to the trembling Altar, drag the Traitor. 
He owns it! glories; in his bloody Crime : 
And my ſhock'd Soul ates, at him. 
The Guards ſeize him. 
EUMENES. 


4 TR AGE D V. 


E U M E NE 8——ftruggling. 
away — | 
Stay your reliſted Rage.—l1 will be heard; 
One laſt loud Word—in Spite of Arms and Inſult, 


MEROPE — after a Signal to the Guards, who quit 
Eumenes. 


Thou then, who deal'ſt in Death, can'ſt find Death fearful. 
E U MEN Z SVS. 

No, Madam! you miſtake. Death ſhakes the happy 
But He who is a Wretch receives him gladly. 
et, gainſt imputed Guilt, the humbleſt, wrong'd, 
Riſe, in bold Innocence, reſign'd, no longer. 

Low as I am, and you fo rais'd in Power, 
Were not your Griefs more awful than your An 
I had reproach'd your Rage, and blam'd your Blindneſs, 
— Tell me, nor let your Pride deface your Pity, 
Whoſe, fo high-rated Blood was This I ſhed? 
And what new Int'reft finds he, in your Favour ? 
If he was dear to Yu, curs'd be my Memory, 
Orl had rather loſt my Own, than 72 

M XO. 8 

Where has this cruel Wretch been taught Deceit? 
Why was that Look, ſo like Creſpbontes, His! 


| "Y 
2 ET i 2 7 I 


Crea Queen! ſuſtain your Purpoſe, Think of Vengeance. | 
The Laus of Nature, —and the Lives of Kings. 
E U MENS. | 
Do Laws and Kings, thep, call Injuſtice Vengeance? 
Shame on the Great! why long' d my Eyes for Courts? 
Courts, where the Pride of Guilt lays Claim to Honour, 
-—Havghty ef Heart, why have they Souls thus abject? 
You threaten, praiſe, fright, flatter, and inſult me! 
— Gods! what a creeping climbing, hot cold, Creature, 
Is this big little Hutt'rer, call'd a Courtter | 
—Yet, oh! twas t. — I left my Father, raſhly; 
Felt not nis Pangs: weigh'd not the Tears I coſt him. 
Fate drew me from my Foreſt's crimeleſs Quiet, 
Into 


38 


If Heaven has made it poſſible 


x 2 his deteſted Mouth.— If thou dar'ſt pray, 


Veil him from Light, no more to be beheld : 
Hide his quench'd Eyes, for ever. 


1 E R O P E. C 


Into the World's loud Inſignificance; 
Deaf to the Warnings of a Father's Wiſdom : 
And a d 1 Bodings. 
1 E R O P E. 
Motber, ſaid he! 
Barbarian ! ha'ſt thou yet a Mother, left thee ? 
I was a Mother, too till Th y fell Hand 


Depriv'd me of a Sen- and all L 10 s Comforts. 


FF 
your Son ? 
. 
Mine, Monſter Murd'rer! Mine. 
r 
If Such was my Misfortune, Such my Cur/e, 
—_—— 
Who, in a fatal Moment, err*d—and fell 
By my ill-deſtin'd Raſhneſs, was Your Son, 
Earth holds not ſuch another Wretch as I am! 


And Mercy's fainteſt Glimpſe ſhou'd ſhun to reach me. 
ERGO ?P £4 
Perfidious, execrable Slave! 
TUMEN ESL, 
Yet, hear me. 


Eumenes, here, offers to ſpeak, and Meropẽ 


interrupts him. 


A Son! 


Raiſe thy dumb Hands: and aſk, in vain, from Heaven, 
The Mercy, thou denied'ſt my dying Son. 
Force the doom'd Victim to the Altar's Foot, 


Two Priefts approaching, with a Veil, be ſnatches 
it, and throws it from him. 
SME NES 


: OF! ye vain Forms! 


Cover the Eyes of Cowards : Mine diſdain ye. 
Mine can, with ſtedfaſt and advancing Scorn, 


Look in Death's Face, fullſighted. When It comes 
Tis to be met, not bid. On. —I froveke it. 


Welcome, 


ane 
Welcome, Eternal Day Bad World, farewel. 
Advances, between the Priefts, to the Tomb»—ifollbu#d 
by the Queen, Euricles, Iſmene, Sc. 
MEROPE. At the Tomb—twvith the Sword drawn, and 


Eumenes 4neeling ready. 
Shade, of my Murder*d Huſband bear my Call. 
Chorus, of Singer*s Voices. 
| Ob! bear. 
S 
Soul, of my bleeding Son! hear, thou— 
Chorus, of Singer's Voices. 
25 | 05] bear. 
R 
Un-expiated Souls !—if, in thoſe Glooms, 
Where walk the ſullen Ghoſts of earth-wrong'd Kings, 
Lou bear Atonement's Voice, and wait Redreſs, 
Riſe, from your dark Domains ! | 
 * Chorus, of Singer's Voices. 
| Ob! riſe, 
M £ X. GC. 

oo — Thos, laſt, 
Tremend*ous Power! pale Goddeſs! preſent, ſtill, 
To direful Vengeance nerve this lifted Arm, - 
And thus afſilting——— WS : 

Iſmene preventing the Blow, Narbas breaks 
b into Sight, and cries out loudly, 
Stay, Stay that bloody Purpoſe. 
Death has already been too buſy, here: 
And Heaven diſclaims ſuch Sacrifice. 1255 
ME ROPE, in a frighted and trembling Attitude, 
: Who: art thou? 
ISME N E—afide—t0 the Queen. 
Your Victim is your Son, the Prince, Zumenes. 

Meropẽ lets fall the Sword —aſtoniſb d, and trembling. 

EU ME NE S-—raving bimſelf to look round. 

I heard a well-known Voice, now heard no longer. 
Emerge, ſad Eyes] once more, from the Graves Brink, 


To view what cem d oh! tis—It is. M Faber! 


Nardbas. 


38 M E R OP E. 


Into the World's loud Inſignificance z 
Deaf to the Warnings of a Father's Wiſdom : 
And: a griey'd 7 8 
E R E. 
- ald he! 
Barbarian ! ha*ſt thou yet a Mother, left thee ? 
I «a5 a Mother, too.—— till Thy fell Hand 
' Depriv*d me of a Son —and all Life's Comtorts, 
| IU N E S. 
A Son! Jour Son? 
. 
Mine, Monſter Murd'rer! Mine. 
„ RO $f 01 
If Such was my Misfortune, Such my Curſe, 
If Heaven has made it poſſible mat ke. - [+ 
Who, in a fatal Moment, err'd—and fell 
By my ill-deſtin'd Raſhneſs, was Your Son, 
Earth holds not ſuch another Wretch as I am! 


And Mercy's fainteſt Glimpſe ſhou'd ſhun to reach me. 
© © &'& - E. 


Perfidious, execrable Slave! 
E U ME NE S. 

Yet, bear me. 

Eumenes, here, offers to ſpeak, and Meropẽ 
| interrupts him. 

2 his deteſted Mouth. —If thou dar'ſt pray, 
Raiſe thy dumb Hands: and aſk, in vain, from Heaven, 
The Mercy, thou denied*ſt my dying __ 
Force the doom'd Victim to the Altar's Foot, 
Veil him from Ligbt, no more to be belield: 
Hide his quench*d Eyes, for ever. 
| Two Prieſts approaching, with a Veil, be ſnatches 
it, and throws it from him. 
FTA EIN £8. 
a Of! ye vain Forms! 
Cover * Eyes of Cowards : Mine diſdain ye. 
Mine can, with ſtedfaſt and advancing Scorn, 
Look in Death's Face, fullſighted. —When It comes 
Tis to be met, not hid. On. ! frovoke it. 
Welcome, 


4 TRAGEDY. 


Welcome, Eternal Day !-——Bad World, farewel. 
Advances, between FA Priefti, to the 7; omb=follh 
by the Queen, Euricles, Iſmene, Sc. y 
MEROPE. At the Tomb—tvith the Sword drawn, and 
Eumenes 4neeling ready. 


Shade, of my Murder'd Huſband E. my Call. 
Chorus, of Singer*s Voices. © 
Ob! bear. 
MEA R OF: 
Soul, of my bleeding Son! hear, thou— 
| Chorus, of Singer's Vaices. 
Ob bear. 

M E R O E. 
Un-expiated Souls !—if, in thoſe Glooms, 
Where walk the ſullen Ghoſts of earth-wrong'd Kings, 
'You hear Atonement's Voice, and wait Redeck, 
Riſe, from 1 dark Domains ! | 

Chorus, of Singers Prices. 
Ob! riſe, 
M E R 0 . 

Ser Thou, laſt, 
Tremend'ous Power pale Goddeſs! preſent, ſtill, 
To direful Vengeance! nerve this lifted Arm, 

And thus aſſiſting | A 
Iſmene preventing the Blow, Narbas breaks 
into Sight, and cries out "loudy, 
Stay, Stay that bloody Purpoſe. 
Death has already been too buſy, here : 
And Heaven diſclaims ſuch Sacrifice. | 
MEROPE, in a frighted and. trembling Attitude, 
Who art thou? 
+ SMEN E—afide—to the Queen. 
Your Victim is your Son,. ——the Prince, Eumenes. 
Merope lets fall the Sword. aſtoniſo d, and trembling. 
 "EUMENE $—raiffnig bimfelf to look round. 

I heard a well-known Voice, now heard no longer. 

Emerge, ſad Eyes! once more, from the Graves Brink, 


T 0 view what ſeem d oh! tis—It iM Faber . 
Nartas, 


40 ME R O n = 
VI Bs afide, E EUMENES., | 
Hear: and be dumb. Thy Fate, unwary Youth! | 


Depends upon thy Silence. | 
_—_— TT t ä * 
Whence, ye dark Powers ! 8 
Can all theſe Myſt'ries riſe! | | 
M E R O 5 E. 
Ohl “tis too much — | I 
And Life and I are 1ſt. 


Faints : and is ſupported by Iſmene. 
FN 
Stay your unhallow'd Rites : the Queen's in Danger. 
EURICL ES, 
Lend us your loyal Help, ye Virgin Train, 
| The Virgins advance, 
Quit, rev'rend Priefts ! quit your too bloody Sacrifice. 
Exeunt Prieſts. 
And you, ye watchful Guards ! draw near, and follow, 
While I ſecure the Victim for his Fate. 
 NARBAS — to EUMENES. 
Shun me : and patient wait th' important Cauſe. 
E UM 3 N.% ps | 
O, bid me, er'e I die, but hope your Pardon: 
And, if I leave you bleſs d— tis all my . 
ai 
No more. The Gods, who love, reward thy Virtue! 
The Soldiers, and Euricles, go off, 
with Eumenes, 
1 8:M = N #3 
Kind Heaven reſtores the Queen, 
N-4 2183 £8&- © 
Off, —give her Air. 
” = 3& 35 I Ky 4 
Where !—whither have ye brought me? Where is 
Euricles ? 
=-- 1/mene ?--what means This l Why weep my Virgins? 
—Oh ! I have kilPd him: — looking wildly round her— 
for I ſee him mot : 
And I am doom'd to Pains, in Life immortal. . 
NARBAS. 


Wd 220 


N 
V 


| 4 


4A R AO Df „ 
| NA R BAS) 
Eaſe your fad Heart's too apprehenſive Startings. - 
Euricles holds him ſafe : Arid s known, 
ENO EF. 
Still this kind Viſion havints we Ar thou Ne dar 
NARA. 
Let my Tears anſwer in this Galli if Jap : 
I give yagback:my M Enmenes, »/ 1 
MEROP EE (n l H 
Oh, gracious Heaven] ſupporta Woman Weakneſs: 
And, what my Heart, yet panting, failyeor er, 
Take, from my SouPs 'd'Senſe'; and mad my I 
Prayer. L015 : ind“ blade} i 
You are too Can, for Thanks 6 Geo for Diy ! 
»$183G 191711 'L 211 e. 2 
: E UR TCE ES | entering boi ret 
Death ! to th infatiate/T'yrant's IT ef lofule 'h 
his Royal Scandal, to the Name he ſteals, - 
Has, with ſome fatal Purpoſe, A ae 
And holds Aim, to amine... 20 yo n . r 
lt 92 2 = 1 E R 0 . | 03 20 Nun? 
* Fallow me. 2 1 . 
Now ſhall he . what Mets denote the Queen ; 
What Diff rente: twixt the Guilty, and GN 
NAR BAS Ala 1 bed ym ! 10 
und. ef not bee! id a0 Mf 
| Stay Curb this M : 
7, E * N. 
1 he not ELF Is he not yours ?—your r 
n Z E S. 
The Moment you confeſs That dang bus Trutb, 
No God, but hated 7 ſaves Eumenes. 
ROPE. foes 
There, thou haſt let in Light, upon my ey 
That crowds it with black Shapes, and frightsDiſdain! | 
Rather than wed this Po * 
NAR 


WED—Polipbontes 


- . 


2 him Þ 


9 EURT- 


Fr) 


E RIC E 8. 


Hin. 
NA RBAS. 
The World's laſt Groan, 
Wrapt in ſurrounding Fires, had leſs amaz'd me! 
EURICLE S. 
*Tis with That View the People call him King 


Since he reveng'd Creſphontes* Blood, they Ty! at 1 
He, — ö 
£3 NIRBAIA S. 0 


He — Curſe of Death ſurround Tt Is ik 
He! He reveng'd The Villain's own.damn'd Train 
Shed,—fpilt it. I beheld em: Trac'd the 1 


Thro? all his dark Diſguiſesthro' Night's Exe 
Saw the pale Murd'rer Saal amidſt his Furies. 
His was the half- hid Torch ;——the Poſtern Key, 


That open'd to the Rebel's Rage the Palace, 

IIn the pierc'd infant Breaſts of to doom'd Innocents, 
I /aw him plunge his Poignard : Twice receiv'd it, 
Deep, in my own, encumber*d with my Charge: 
Struggling, to bear the third fav*d Prince to ſhelter z 


And, track*d by my own Blood, with Pain eſcap*d him, 


MERO P ZE. 
When will my growing Horrors reach tlieir End? 


Oh! my fix'd Hate was Inſtingt. Something, fatal, 


Dwelt on his dreadful Brow, and bad me foun him. 
Blind! headlong! ill-diſcerning! noife-driv*n People 
EURICLES (huking out.) 

Darkneſs and Death involve me, but he comes ! 

ME ROPE. 

Can the Gods leave That paſible? the Monſter ! 
But, He who puts on Guilt, muſt caſt off Shame. 
—Narbas, be hid, this Moment [Exit Narbas. 
Euricles ! 

Fly chou find Acceſs to my mournful Son: 
See him ſet free—— but keep the Secret from him, 
[Exit Euricles, 


SCENE 


— r e ot ws 


4 TRAGEDY 
SCENE Iv. 
Meropé, Iſmené, Poliphontes u Nu tial Rabe 
| oP * 2 Tl 


| POLIPHONTES. 

Health, to my Sovereign, late]! Now—fo the 
Decree——my Wife —my Siſter! and my Soul 
Dreſs'd is the Altar; and the Prieſts. attend. = 
—— Nay, do not turn aſide, and ſhun yours Triut bs 
Look and admire the Wonders of your Power 
The God of Love, to-day, ſmoothes all my Wrinkles : 
And I am taught by Joy to ſmile back Youth, Ar 
—— One Care alone precedes impatient Love, ©. 
They tell me, your too tender Heart retoil*d': 
And lf your purpos?d Vengeance. Let it be. 
Beauty was meant to wound, a gentler Way. 
Mine, be the Stroke of Juſtice. When I view | 
* N rous Stripling, thro the Grief he e 


Pity  diflains his Cauſe 3 and Fate demands him. 
ERO PF. 
I find myſelf, 1 for. Vengeance. 
Wou'd I had Power, more equal to my Wrongs! 
 POLIPHONTES. I 
Leave it to Me: Tis a King's Right;—l claim it, 
oy MEROPB.. 
confider of it. 
POLIPHONTES. 
Why ; what doubt you ? 
Slackens your Anger? that your Vengeance heſitates r 


Is your Son's zent) now, 1c U than lately ? 


p _ 
+41 


Gl 


Periſh, the Vill, that wrongs him I but, this Murd' ter, 


| This Yoiith—==they tell me you 5 
Were it not 1 to ſuſpend 
Til he declares, who join'd Nahr | 1 4 
POLIPHONTES. HAT 
er Fil 
To clear beyond Son's —— Fall? a 
a hoped D2 ME: 


M E R : 


44 
MEROPE. 
| His Father*s— 


That was a Cup of Call Oh! conſcious Guilt! - - | 
How dumb, thy Voice, unlook*d-for, ſtrikes the Bold! 


(Afide. 


_POLIPHONTES (aftera Pauſe.) _ 
Well—ev*n of That too, We ourſelf will ask him, 
| MEROPSE.. i 
You are too buſy, Sir ! in a Purſuit, 9 
That, leaſt, admits your Quick'ning. 
POLIPHONTES. 
Strange Perplexity! 
That what moſt ſeeks your Eaſe ſhou'd moſt offend ! / 
But, ſpring it, whence it may, the Cauſe remov*d, _ 
There, ends the Doubt, and Pain, —— This Wretch 
ſhall die. | | [ Going, 
MEROPE. FN 
_ - Barbarian ! horrible, inhuman Sir | | 
Why have you ſought to ſtartle me? Il fear'dy 
You meant to ſnatch my Victim from—my Vengeance. 
POLIPHONTES, 
But—— ſhall he really die? 
MEROPE. 
Die - be ?-He—die ? 
| PFOEIPHONTAS. 
This Murd*rer of your Son. 
AM EZ ROPE. | 
I go, this Moment ; 
And will, alone, examine him, | 
| POLIPHONTES.. 
Stay, Madam, 
This new Embarraſſment, of mingled Pains ; 
This Tenderneſs in Rage; theſe Hopes, Fears, Startings, 
This Art, to colour ſome ill-hid Diſtreſs, | 
That caſts Confuſion ober your troubled Soul: 


Half Sentences, broke ſhort ; Looks, fill'd with Horror % 


Are Nature's thin Diſguiſe, to cover Danger. 
Something you will not e alarms my Caution; 
N . And 


Aa 3 wi 


Md „ee ee 


A 
1 
A 


I TT RACEDYE - os 


And bids my ſummon'd Fear take Place of Love. 
ln ent'ring, here, I had a Glimpſe, but now, 
Of an old Man, who ſeem'd to ſhun 1 

Why i is he lied? Who was he? 

| MEROPE.. : | 
/  . Scarce yeticall'd 
A King —and ſee! already fill'd with Jealouſies! 
POLIPHONTES. 
Be kind, and bear your Part, then. —Burthens, ſhar'd, 
Preſs light the eas*d Suſtainers. Come; your Hand. 
ME ROPE; 

A Moment fince, you talk*d but of Revenge: 

Now, ' tis again all Love——Away : Keep ſeparate, 

Two Paſſions, Nature never, yet, ſaw join'd. a3 

|  _POLIPHONTES.. . 

Let it be ſo, then. Death ſhall ſtrait remove 

That Obſtacle: And but one Wiſh remains, 

Follow, at — N While I prepare. 

[Exit Potiphonts 
KN 27 2 ROPE. 

Act for . now, and ſave me, Great Alcides ! 

To Power like thine, all Things are poſſible : 

And Grief, oppreſs'd-on Earth,Ends Friends in Heaven, 
Then when the woe-preſs'd Heart is tir d with Care, 
And every human Proſpect bids deſpair, 

Break but one Gleam of heav*nly. Comfort, | in; 
And a new Race of Triumphs, thence, begin, 


End of the Third AF. 
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Ac T. NSG SNA 
The Caftle of Poliphontes. | 


Polipbuntes. Erox. 


POLIPHONTES. 


8 has her Views, I mine. ſhou'd have d. 


Some Hint*s officious Note had reach'd her Ear; 
D 3 I ſhou'd 


46 M E N OF E: 2 
i my} her Eyes had catch d ſome 
.,. — 
3 Some glimm' ring Entrance for mitte Light, 
[ To guide Diſcovery, down. the dark Abyſs, 
Where my cloſe Crime lies veil'd. in dumb Obſcurity, 
| Eur, chat I-know, ſhe is a WOMAN—Erox! | 
| And born to be capricious, | 
E R OX. 
Pride - not Diſtaſte, 
Holds out her Heart, againſt you. 
| © OLIPHONT E S. | 
Let her keep it. | 
My Hope i is humbler, Erox, Tis her Hand 33 | 
I ſeek : Hearts are Girls“ Gifts to School-boy Lovers, 
Now, let her Spleen ſtart wild. When Time ſerves aptly, 
Means ſhall be found to curb it. Thou art come 
From ſounding this fierce captive Son of Wonder. 
What have thy Thoughts concluded? 
E ROX. 
Tis not He. 
No Race of Hercules need, there, alarm you. 
This but ſome wood-born Brave, of artleſs Honeſty; 
Void of Ambition's Flame: Bold, blunt and honeſt : 
Fearleſs of Menace, taſteleſs of Reward, 
And ſimply wanting Will, to dare, for Power. 
| He cannot be Eumenes, 
| POLIPHONTES. 
Who, then, is he? 
E ROM. 
He ſays he i is a Shepherd's Son: what, more, 
He will not be provok'd, nor brib'd, to tell, 
Firm without Fierceneſs; without Weakneſs, gentle : 
Open as Daylight: yet, as dumb, as Death! | 
Spite of my Prejudice, he forc*d my Praiſe ; 
And Hatred muſt admire him, 
0 P OLIPHONT ES, 
Praiſe him on. 
Be what, or whom, he may, *tis fit he die. 
My Foes, too num*rous, taught me Skill, too try'd, 


To 


FA 
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To ſean my Hype's light — 
The People, who conclude is Puniſiment 

Inflicted, for Zumenes fanſied Murder, 

Will dream chat Race eriintf; and cleave to Me. 

So Danger chmes leſs near: Nor ſhakes ay, Throne. 

— What haſt thou learnt, of that conceal'd Preſumer, 

Who, when the Arm of Merepe was mis d, 

Reſtrain'd i it, with ſome Power that touch'd her Soul. 
Th E RO K. 

e 


In that nice 

He mov*d the Queen's Wer far his Seon, 

Fled, like a Wanton, from the Good Man's — 

Who, in his Search, cam foryowingy Un. from Elis. 
POLIPHONTES. 

I cannot truſt this Tale, Thou grow'ſt too credulous, 
MG REY 127.0 | 
O' er all their late Proc That old Man, - 

Left the Queen's Preſence, areing, at my Entrance, 
Why was he hid, if a young Ruſtick's Father? 
Why ſhou'd my coming fright him: He has heard 
Since his! Son's redoubled Danger dwells 
But in wy Menace: Yet he comes not near me. 

I had, ere now, beheld him at my Feet, 

Had his Heart trembled with a Parher's Terrors. 
No matter who he is. He moves my Fear; 
And, ere my Eye-lids — he TO in Death, 


See, Sir! he — — 
POLIPHONTE 4 
* and determine. 
——Now! my Siſter, . 


SCENE HI. 


oment, brought him to his View. 


Polipbontes, Erox, 2 Timent, 2 2 


MEROPE, | 
| You ſee, Sir! I dare know, and g, my Rights. 
How had your Will preſum'd to hold my Victim? 


D 4 


A TRAGEDY. * 


Man call'd him Father. Chance, irſeems, 
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Am I but Queen of Shadows? that my Vengeance 3 
Muſt move, as you direct it 


OY T'P HONTES. 
'- ©  Nobly urg'd! 

The Vidim! is you Right, requires your Hands 
Mine had defac*d your Juſtice. I affan*d 
Pretence to aid it, but to fire your Languor, ' - 
Take Courage. I reſign him. With his Blood 
Waſh this reluctant Faintneſs, from your Heart: 
And ue; it Warmth to meet me at the Altar, 


MEROPE. 
Horrid, and impious, Hope 


POLIPHONTES. | 
Looks Love ſo icht * 


 BUMENES to Poliphontes. - 

| Who taught thee to aſſociate Love, with Cruelty? 
What Right has Cupid to a Captive's Blood? 
— Yet, miſpreſume not, that I court thy Pity— 
He has too poor a View from Life, to prize it, 
Whoſe Death can only ſerve, to ſhorten Pain. 
But, I am told, Thou call'ſt thyſelt a King. 12 
Know, if thou art one, that the Poor have Nigbe: 
And Power, in all it's Pride, is /eſs than Juſtice. 
I am a Stranger, innocent, and friendleſs, — 
And That Protection, which thou 9 t, to All, 
Is doubly due, to me: For, I'm unhappy. 


OH. 
Protection is for Worth: — Guilt calls for OY 


2 U ME NE S. 
And what does Wrong's licentious Þ:ſult call for? 
In my own juſt Defence, I &:1Pd a Robber : 
Law call'd it Murder; and the Queen condemn'd me, 
Queens may miſtake. Ev*n Gods, who Love; grow partial. 
I pardon, ev*n th' Injuftice, of a Mother: 
And cou'd have bleſs'd ber Hand, beneath the Blow. 
Nature has ann that err to e. * 


1 
1. 4 


: gut 


, * 


A TRAGEDY. 49 
But, What haſt TBon to do with Mother's Vengeance ? 
Law, * ſhocks Equity, is Reaſon's Murder. 
POLIPHOUNTE S. 
So young! ſo wretched! .—. and fo arrogant |. 
Methinks; the Pride of an Atrides* Blood. 
Cou'd ſcarce have ſwell'd a Soul to loftier au! 
Pity prefumpmuous Hear, Tis Youth's P 
ity pre umptuous Tis Youths rerogative, 
To triumph in Imprudence. Bred, in Cotts. 
Far from a Court's Politeneſs, How ſhould He ons? 
Have learnt Diſguiſe of Thought ? or Power's Pretenſi- 
I POLIPAHONTES.. 
Mean while, how happy ſuch unpoliſh'd Plainnefs ! 
To move Defence, from Art ſo fſkilld as Yours. 
M-E ROPE. (afide.) 
Oh! my unguarded Terror You are Pleaſant. 
..POLIPHONTES.. 
And You are wond*rous kind! Your Son, ſurel lives, 
MEROP E. 
Lives! and ſpall live. I truſt him to the Gods : 
They can—they- did, protect him. 
IS. 1 E N E. (af. 05 
Madam] Madam! 4 
E RFC EE. (afide. | 
Her fear-mix*d Anger wilt betray he . wy 
"POLTPHONT E 8 
What cannot Woman's Pity } None, who marks 
The willing Pardon your ſoft Looks inſure him, 
Can charge your Heart with Cruelty. 
MEROPEE. 
My Looks, 
Perhaps, hint Meanings, Prudence ſhou*d- decline 
To lend too loud a Tongue to. but, there are, 
Whoſe Heart ſpeaks Nothing: Yet tells All, 185 tern 
POLIPHONTES. | 
Mark, if Iſpeak not, now, my Heart's true 
Traitor receive thy Doom; ¶ Drawing bis "Sword 
MEROPE (ie 
Strike here, here, nn 
Menace! my Breaſt ; not His 
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M EN OP E: 
POLIPHONTERS 1 
Whoſe Heart ſpeak, wow ? "tk 
ZE UNMEN ES. 
Now, ye Immortals! not to die, were, nat 
To triumph. To be pitied, here ! thus, pied! 
By ſuch a Queen as Merope ] tis Glory 
__ every Power beneath a God might envy ! 
POLIPHONTES. 
If you wou'd have him live, confeſs, bo 4 fs be 2 
MEROP EE, | 
He is 


EURICLES (to Arens.) 
Oh! we are loſt, 


ISMENE. Wh 
All, all, is hopeleſs, 
POLIPHONTES. 
If he has Right in You, be ſwift to own him: 


Or, loſe him by your Silence. 


* 
# „ 
0 ” 


(Offers to kill Eumenes, 
MEROPE. 
Stay- he i — 


POLIPHOMNTE SS. 
Who ? What ? ſay, quickly. 
| F © © $oÞ i 
He is My Son, Eumenes. 
POLIPHOMNTE S (farting, and 
®Tis as I fear'd ;, and all my yg \ op 
[Stands penſevely fix'd, 
EUMENES. 
Gods Did I hear That, rightly ? 
MEROPEE (embracing bim) 
Thou art my Son, 
Creſphontes was thy Father, I atteſt it: 
I tell i it, to the Winds Proclaim it. boaſt it. 
Hear it, Thou Soul of Murder ! I have found him: 
And, if I loſe him, uo, whole Heaven ſhall curſe 


thee, 
EUMENES. 
I cannot comprehend it !——Yct, I kneel, 


To 
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[1 
To #bank you to deceive me. 
Bette EE a — in . 

ME ROPE. 

One way, Ge ty dei d. Phe Mother Lope 
Forgets the Monarch's Danger. Poliphontes ! | 
POLIPHONTE 8 (farting) © 

Go on I meditated—— but—— fpeak, Madan 

SS = 34.4 | 

Thou now haſt wrung, from my affrighted Heart, 
The Secret, that oppreſs d it. Thou behold'ſt 
Thy King, diſtreſs'd, before thee.—Sjgh, if thou can'ſt, 


25 


Sigh,—for the Son, Prince, Mother——F ame, 
Nature. x 


POLIPHONTES. 
Hoy to reſolve will aſk ſome needful Pauſe. 
— Mean while, it ſhakes my Faith, to truſt your Story. 


You hear, the young Man's Honeſty diſclaims 
Tas Greatneſs, you wou'd lend him. 
E UMENES, 
Modeſt Senſe 


Of my unequal Worth compell'd ſome Doubting z 
But, ao, tis Truth conteſtleſs. Royal Tears 
Flow not for pitied Falſebood; and they prove it. 
MEROP ZE. 
Tears touch not Hearts of Flint; and I will ſpare em. 
Bid your * Pride hear me for, your Pity cannot. 


See me an humble Suppliant, at your Feet, 

Now firſt confeſſing I can fear your Anger. 

This ſnou'd, beyond all Proof of Tears, convince you, 

That Merop#'s his Mether.—— Still, you frown : 

Forgetful of paſt Sootbings ——But—this Morning, 

You, cruel | Tous ir'd——to be his Father, 

Once, he cou'd boaſt a Father !-——how he 1 him, 

Heaven knows, howe'*er it | not 8 deſiſt 

To aſt, that dreadful Secret. I forget 

My own long Sorrows—— all m vVikoas and Inſults : 

Smile to the future and abſolve — paſt. 

et him but breatbe to reign, were to be ig ; 
ere 
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$2 M E R OP E.: 
Where Kings, who dare live juſt, muſt die unhappy. 
— Cruel! you anſwer nothing 9 — leſs dreadful. 
Hear with your Eyes, if your clos'd Ears are Iron. 
Eaſe my diſtracted Soul and ſpeak ſome Confort. 
 EUMENES. 

O, Madam ! quit that Poſture. My proud Heart 
Aſpices to keep the Glory you have lent it. | 
If I, indeed, was born, to call you Mother, 
Why do I ſee and hear you, not a * und tod T 

[Raiſes her, 


I-know not, to what Ri hts a Kin "7 is bom: 
But, ſure! he no where falls to leſs than greateſt. ? 
Nor think my Soul too haughty :—For, What Scorn 
Can treat the Proud, too proudly ? No Diſtreſs 
Abſolves Dejection: Tis the Brave's Prerogative, 
To feel, without complaining. Hercules, 
Before He was a God, was, oft, unhappy. 

What an unma@Pring Monarch muſt he make, 
Who reigns not o'er Adverſity !——Strike, Tyrant 
Courage, reſtrain*d from A, takes Pride to ſuffer. 


POLIPHONTE S (to Meropé) 
"Tis well. I have, with juſt Attention, heard; 


And, in impartial Silence, weigh'd it, all. 


Your Sorrow claims ſome Right to call for mine : 

And his high Spirit charms me, I have mark'd 

Each Movement of his Mind, and muſt eſteem him. 

—— Yet further I confeſs, he well deſerves 

To ſhare the Blood of K:ngs : But, that he does 

Is either Falſehood, or a Truth ſo doubtful, _ 

As brooks no paſſwd Evidence. I take him ** 
[Takes Eumenes by the Hand. 


Into my heedful Care; remit his Sentence, 
And, if found Yours, adopt him as my Son. 


E UHE NE S. 
Yours, ſaid you ?!——7u! my Father! 
MEROPE. 
Oh! be patient. 


4: TRAGEDY. 53 
POLTP HONTES. 
You rule his Deſtiny. You know what Price 


I rate his Life at. Smile; and meet my Wiſhes. 
RO . "* IN Ts 14 
Inbuman Mes 
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I P H O N 7 2 $8. 
Kind Love has ſent 

This Youth, to ſave my Heart, from near —_— 
Yours is too tenderly, devoted His. 1 
To anſwer with Ja grodenes, Meigh, and chuſe. 
For, may the Gods, conjointly, curſe my Reign, 
If he fotos Refuſal of my Prayer! 
———-Bethink ng, In an Hour, I ſhall expect yous 
Where, at the Altar, to th' atteſting, Powers, | 
You may proclaim your Choice, That Moment makes 


My Yi#im, or my Son, Pill then, farewell, 
> 1 EE ROE... 

You cannot be ſp cruel. Leave him, with a me. 

To ſee him, might perſuade me. | 

 POLIP HO NTES. 


e..41., -. 008 him, there : 
See him, in Hymen's Temple, 
| 'EUME N BF f. | 
Oh, Queen! oh, Mother! 
If I. already, dare aſſume a Right f1 
To call you, of © that dear, that awful Name : 5 
Think, = that may miſbecome your Glory —— 
Do, nothing, t chat way mix Contem Her with — 
—=—— I ave you fo the Care of ven; and 


SCENE III. 
. _ Merepe, Euricles, _ Tent. 


ME ROPE. 
Fly, follow, Euricles ! hold thy kind Eye 
Fix*d, to this Miſcreant's Motions, Fain would I Creamy 
He threatens, but to fright me. 


EURICLES. 
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EURICLES. 
: Willing Hope 
So flatters, to deceive you. Too, too ſure, 
His Purpoſe ! Ev*n by Nature, ſtern and bloody, | 
How more, when Power and Safety prompt his Cruelty ! 
Eri Euricles, 
Find thy good Father: Haſte" ]/men# ; call him. 
Tell him, Diſtreſs grows headftrong, and my Soul 
Sickens, for want of Counſel, 83 
IS ME NF, (Au. 
What a Blindneſs 
Is Thirft of human Grandeur! Give me, Gods f 
A Cottage, and Concealment. Save the Queen; 


And, from the Curfe of Courts, remotely place me. 
[Exit Iſmene. 


| MEROPE Alm. 

No, there is none; no Ruler of the Stars, 
Regardtul of my Mliſeries. What Crime | 
Has drawn theſe Tortures on me ? I have been 
Too inſolent, perhaps, in Youth's' proud Joy; 

And felt not, as I ought, for other's Sorrows, 
Thence, came this Tempeſt of Affliction o'er me, 
And my ſucceeding Years have, all, been Horror. 

Oh, my lov'd Son ! my Eyes have loſt thee, ever. 

I ſhall no more ſnatch Comfort, from thy _— 

Or wonder at thy Sweetneſs. ——All thy Fat 

Found me, again, in Thy renew*d Perfection; | 
And Death had given him back, with added Greatneſs, 

Why have the Deities permitted this? | 
Why have they ſported with a Mortal's Mind, 
Unpitying it's Diſtraction ? ſent him to me 
From a far diſtant Land? Sent him, for what! 

To glut the Murd*rer's Sword, who kill'd his Father, 
—— Yet, you are juſt, ye Gods! Amazing Darkneſs 
Dwells o'er th* Eternal Will, and hides all Cauſe. 

I muſt not dare to tax Almighty Power, 1 
For what I ſuffer from it. Let it but pay me 


With 


4 TRAGEDY. fs 
With That cursd-Tyrant's-Panjſbment artain*d's 
Let me but fre myſelf deprivꝰd of n- 
See him expeſſ d, from Light, from Earth, from Naine 
Deep, as the chearleſs Voids-below can plunge him? 
And I will “ kneel, '# Wreichy: 3 
ee, 

SCENE W. 


* 1660 Auerepeé, Ifen, Narkas, 


2257 ©" x3 8 ke 
Oh! Queen! beſt ſhewn by Woes ! e Win 

| bor E' rifag. 
. ri 
Yes, Nar##85,2——T have facrific'd my Son 
Have given him up, to Death. have, madly, ound him. 
Yet, pity me, good Nur . Do not tell 
TH inſulting World, this Weakneſs. Nature knows it: 
Knows, how Diſtreſs, miſleads But Inſult does not. 
What Mother, who beheld her Son, as I did, 

Doom'd and endanger'd, cou'd have, then, keptSilence? 
Ger'rous our Purpoſe! gloriouſly, you-err'd : 
And fell, but from a Height, 'twas'Fame, to reach. 
Dry up your Tears, and ſummon All your Soul : 
Time create a Moment, is Fate, 


| (Shouts heard. 

TSMENE (looking out) 
Uproar, and Cries without, in riſing Wildneſs, 
Heard from the City, reach the Palace Walls: 
Sure Sign of new Confuſion ! | 

NAR BAS. 
From a Window, 

Whence I locked out, and: mark*d the Streets below, 
I ſaw the Tyrant you, „ — Priefts EE 
Attending, not in Fymene 
But Ve ane ſuch as Sacrifice demands; 
And Pomp of bloody Rites, at dreadful Altars. 


To Theſe, his Hand conſign'd the Victim, led: 


And 
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And deaf*ning Shouts receiv'd him. From the 2 | 
Of Prieſtly. Horrors, this Way mov*d their Chiefs; 
Follow'd by loud, licentious, Burſts of Joy. 
Amid th? enormous Swell of whoſe coarſe Roar, 
All, I diſtinctly heard was Polipbontes. | 
MERUOP ES ee 

Yes, let em come——theſe Furies! roÞd in Toni! 
White, as the Innocence they hate, - without : 
Within, more black than Night! more fell, than Death! 
I will receive them, with their Hrant's Rage: 
Meet, and o*erwhelm em with a Mother's Anguilh. 
Where are my Guards? Arm'd, for my Vengeance, 

call 'em. n (Soldiers enter, on one Side: 

| 8 (On the . 1 * 4 


SCENE V. 


Merops, Narbas, Iſnenb, Priefts. © | 
What ! Rely Tocbafl 0 of Sigh 
at! are ye here already ? — Out of my t. 
Ye ſanctifyd Deceits ! You! 'whoſe bold Arts 
Rule Rulers! and would fright even Kings, to Awe! , 


„ a — a5 — 


Be gone, fly, vaniſh———Or the Death, you bring 


For Virtue, overtakes your puniſh'd Guilt, + 
Ye Mouths of Mercy! and ye Hands of Blood ! 
CHIEF PRIEST: | 
| Sorrows, and Wrongs, claim Privilege to rail; 
And Heaven's affronted Yot*ries mult forgive. 3 
N MS AO PE; 057: 
Cool, in your Cruelty ! Religion? s Veil £4 
Il cloaks Rebellion's Licence. Death was your Errand. 
Why talk you of Forgiveneſs ? tis not yours. 
nnr. 
Not in Death's Cauſe we come; but Heaven's and 
Love's. | 
If Vows were plighted, *twixt the King and 7 on, 
No Power on Earth diſſolves *em. 
MEROPE. 
Falſe, as Hell! 


Ne knows I heard his hated Vows with Horror. 


—Slight 


A HRA GE D. $7 

Slight Infolence! To this ill-founded Charge, 

SilenE, and Scorn,; ſhall anſwer.” turning away. 

7 CREEP PRIEST. 70 

Gracious Sovereign! 

Suſpend your Anger: tis unjuſtly rais'd. AY 

—Enhghten, and command us. Found too e, 

In one 'd Faith, we twice, perhaps, have err * 
Alike deceiv'd, in Both,——Unbend that Brow : 

And deign to teach our Doubt, what Name to give 

This Stranger? this young/Captive to the King? 72 


MEROPE'.. - 
Give him the Name you dare to . nA 

bet. 1 
' CHIEF PRIEST, | "ty | 


Call him your King-—my. Son my 

Hear That, prophetic Soul]! high Heaven !—l cremble, 
In Dread, this great Diſcovery comes too late. 
The ſhouting People crowd. the waiting Altar : 
And, erring in their Zeal, miſchail the Day. 
What can be, , ſhall be try'd, to croſs his Doom. 
They ſhall be taught, in bold, adventrous Wa 
To ſave their Sovereign 8 \Right—bur, * raſh 


| by. ag bay. 
Learn due Repentance: and no ate ket look” bars? 
The Wrongs of Rage, n the Tongues of Gods. 
: * 


W Nia 
NM E R 0 p Eat? 
Corrected Paſſion, revetent Hope, rouch'd b'd Shame, 
And All a Mother's Fears, divide m 
— This ſolemn Sharpneſs. of deſerv d . 
Mildly majeſtic, and ſeyerely ſoft, 
Struck my too conſcious Gait, with infelt Awe ! 
I have been warm too ſoon: and juſt, too late. 

What, tho Religion's Guardians taint her Tide! 

Pure is the Fountain, tho? the Stream flows wide 
Too oft, her erring Guides her Cauſe, betray ; 
Yet, Rage ths ee when it bars her Way. 


2 . 
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End of the Farth 4. 5 
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ou talk of ching, whilit I, yet, 


35 m E R o F F. 
ACT v. SCENE I. 


A Priſon. 1 
E UMENES. NARBAS. EURICLES. 
 EUMENES. 
OW, recollect your Danger: fly, lov*d Father! 
Think on the Tyrant's Power, and ſhun his Rage. 
AIDA & ; 
All Senſe of my own Danger loft, in yours, . 


I threw myſelf, regardleſs, at his Feet. 

Full of the fatal Subject, I began, | 
Uncautious in my Tranſport. Starting Conſcience 
Fled from the Face of Truth. He ſhun'd to hear, 
Broke fhort, reply*d *twas well: gave me Permiſſion ; 


Nay, full of ſeeming Zeal, injoin d my coming 
Bad me go pay my laß ſhort Debt, © 


Counſel: 
And try to bend your Heart, to meet his Will. 
EURICLES. 

He added, that his Queen he call'd her His 

I bluſh to name her fuch : but fo, he charg'd me. 

Since ſhe, he faid, in Pity but for you, 

Yields a reluctant Hand, to cloſe with bis, _ 

Tis Time, her Son; whoſe Life ſhe holds ſo dear, 

Aids his own Int'reſt, and confirms hey Safety. 

— The Reſt, he paus'd and thought: but held it in, 

Diſdainful, frown'd a Nod—and bad us leave him. 
.. .. EUMENES. 

Slowly awaking, from my Dream of Wonders, 

I ſeem re- born, to ſome new World, unknown; 

Where every thing, I meet with, ſhocks my Soul. 

New Blood inſpires me! a new Nature prompts me 

And a new, gloomy Daytight dims 2 * 7 

Whether, exiſting now, I really live / 

It I am, truly, the loſt Wretch I ſeem, 

If here, confeſs'd, I claim this Birth ſublime, 

If in Aycent now inclos'd, I find 
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ny Merogi, my Mother King C#e/dhontts 
My Father, murder'd-—his fear d Murd' rer — 
With his ſtol'n Diadem: and, in it, daring 
Offer his widaw d Queen a Hard, ſtain'd, frightful, 
In her firſt Huſband's: Nlaad. All This, to we 
Seems, while I drink in Heaven's fair Light, and vic 
Yan Manſion of the Gods, who — Magee 
Incredible | aſtoniſhing And horzid! 1 
. EUR FOCLES 
*Tis horrible, indeed l. too dark for Thought! f 
— hut, Reaſon e e eee 
| NARBAS,:. —- 
Deign, my devoted Prince! my King -. Son ! 
Suffer me, "ill * — that long · lov d N | 
Deign. but—to / Time, Chance, and orcune's 
Changes, 
May vindicate your Glory. —Since the Tyrant | 
 Tempts, to betray—reward him, with his own, 
Deceive Deceivers, and Deceit grows Virtue. 
EUMENES. | 
This, in thy Foreſts, Elis] had I heard, | 
Even there, I ſhou'd have bluſh d to hear, from Narkas! 
Bur, as I am,—No more. I wou d not wrong 
Virtue, ſo td, by the leaſt Shade of Doubt. 
Undue Suſpicion is more abject Baſeneſs, 
Even than the Guile ſuſpected.— Pardon the ſceming. 
Kind was your Motive pitying = Diſtreſs, 
You, but, forgot my Duty. 
NAR BAS. | 
Happy Foreſts ! 
Wor's, Ye were Ours, once KS ons Feacy Wer 
There, pe 1 ded Hills, 
ety ſlept, d Hi 
And every Tree's eo rr Cogan. 
_EUMENES,: 
Erring, from Shade to Shade, — loſt to Glory, 
Deaf, ro my Parent's Wrongs, my Country's Call, 
The Great Man's Virtues, or the Good Man's Duties 
I 5 and languiſh'd out a deedleſs Youth : 


E y too 8 8968 yet, in Reſt, unſatisfied! ! 2 5 
E 2 Some: 


bo M'E N Un Z,. 
Something, like Inſtinct, wak' d Alarm, within me. 
Something, I felt at heart I knew not what - 
Withdrew me from this Calm i- I wanted RG 
Yet, Nothing, I poſſeſs'd, cou'd fill my Minde 
What was it I purſued, which you not gave me? 
F weigh'd your Worth, and cou'd not wiſh it more: 
Even to your Wants, T lov d--whatere was yours; 
And rev'renc'd your A fflictions. Witneſs, Heaven! 
[ never wou d have wiſh'd: a nobler Father. 
— The Heaven I have atteſted, found it fit 
To give me One, unaſk*'d : and made me wretched. 
I find That Father, loſt to Life, and Empire 
I find a Mother, wrong'd—and cannot right hoes | 
I find a People mine—yet, find myſelf 
The Slave of their Oppreſſor.— Oh! ye Gods! 
Is This, to be a King /—why wou'd you fave me? 
Why, with miſtaken Goodnels, wou'd your Love 
Perſuade me, to ſuſtain, a Life, ſo curs'd?; - 
Why did your ill-tim*d Aid avert the Stroke, 
That wou'd have left this dreadful Scene un- draton, 
And plung'd me into one long Sleep, of Peace ? 
EURICLES. 
Oh ! 'tis too ear, that Sleep the Tyrant comes l 


? 


| SCENE II. 55 
POLIPHONTES. Jo the Fore: going. 


POLIPHONT ES. 
Retire: and wait, without. 
[ Exeunt Euricles and Narbas. 
—— - And Thou, raſh Youth ! 


' Whoſe unexperienc'd Years, and gen'rous Plainneſs, 


Fill me with all the Pity, due to Weakneſs! 
For the laſt Time I come, to bring thee Power | 


Thyſelf, to chuſe, and make, thy Form of Fortune, 


Thy preſent, and thy future,—thy claim'd Birth, 

Fate, Figure, Being,—all,—-Jepend on me, 

What has gay Youth like thine to do with Sate? 

Eyeleſs and dark, amid the gloomy Wilds : 

Of Court Intrigue, thou want iſt the Torch, of Time, 
To 
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To light thee, through'the mazy Curves, of Power; 
Or, burn Obſruttion's Fabricks down, before thee, 
Leave t0 y Toil, to ſmooth thy future Paths; 
And · root out Faction's Thorns, which trouble Empire. 
— When I am dead—as' Age admits hort Stay, 
Thou, and my Meropd will reign, at Eaſe,” 
And thank my painful Cares: and love my Memory. 
— Why art thou dumb? Pauſe on -I read thee, 
rightiy : % 
Thou haſt, IJ know, a kind of ſtuborn Pride, 
Call'd Courage—and miſtak*ſt it, for a Virtue. 
is Virtue; when. Preſumption drives i it not: 
But ſuffers Thought to guide it. = 
+  CEDMENES.. 
. | Guiding Thought 
Has held me-patient, CP anſwer me. 
Am I Mycene's Monarch? + 
POLIPHONT ES. 
"BY For thy Birth, 
Be it, as s Truth, or Trick, or Chance, conclude i it, 
If, from ſome low, ſome nameleſs Stock, derived, 
Be humble, and advis'd—and riſe to Greatneſs. | 
If happier Offspring caſt thee for a King, 
Make thyſelf worthy, of the Crown I mean thee. 
—*Tis but, to wait me to the Marriage Altar, 
Where Love, and Merope, and Peace, attend. 
There, to- the Gods and me, (Mycent's Guardians ) 
Swear Homage, and devote thy faithful Sword.. : * 
Fhat done, —_— Joys, and: Sec crown thy 
Youth': © 
And, in thy: Hiper Year; the Diader, 
(expect 


mino. * 1 
- EUMENES; ) 

| yarn 02 * "Tis arne. 
| \POLIPHONTES. 
Wh 5 be e, "= 

am I left unfree to chuſe—— yet, x 
To tell thee . — —— The fad 1 — 
To yield, diſgrace Conſent: and make Faith doubtful. 
E 3 | Kings 
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Kings ſhou'd diſdain to dread their porverful Fos: 


Leſs, ſhou'd they deiga, to ſwell the Pride of weak ones. 

Il am a Captive. He, who holds not Freedom, 

Has not his Will his own and chuſes nothing. 
POLIPHONTES. 


Fierce, amid Miſery ! thou, at once, art brave, 7 


And inſolent, and wretched but, beware, 
Nor ttuſt, too far, my Pity of thy Poorneſs. 


I give thee, yet, ſome Moments, to reſolve. 


I go, before thee : but, my Guards attend, 
To bring thee to the Altar. Come, determin'd 
To ſwear—and hope my Crown, and live, my Son: 
Or die, a Slave un-own'd, and loſe thy Name. { 1s going. 
EUMENES, calling after him. 
Thou goeft then? 
POLIPHONTES. {Stopping.] 
| To expect thee. | 
EUMENES. 
24 555 I will come. 
And with me, (tremble to be told it,) comes 
The Goa, that rais'd 2 Race to root out Tyrants, 
For Thee, proud Troubler of a pilfer d Hour ! 
Whom Age and Guilt combine to ſhake from Empire! 
Soon ſhall the Throne thou fot no more be Thine : 
And every ſnaky Fury 4/5 to find thee, 


Horror and Penitence ſhall pale thoſe Eyes, 


Which, inſolently ardent, frown on Virtae. 

Menace and Inſult, then, ſhall quit thy Voice, 

And — Anguiſb grind it. What the Gods) 

Reſtrain my Hand from reaching, happier Sohs © 

Of my immortal Sire ſhall riſe, to execute: | 

And hurl thee from a Power, that hurts Mankind. 
POLIPHONTES. 


Here, Narbas! Euricles . Lou may return. 


I leave him to your Leſſons. Too too deeply, 
He feels their paſt Impreſſion. Teach him better : 
Or your exacted Heads ſhall anſwer to me, 
For every well-known Help I owe your Hatred. 
—Narbas ! Thy Age, I chink, might beſt be truſted, 
Experience lays his Dangers open to the. 15 ; 

| xe ou, 


\ 


* 
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Thou, as thou lov'ſt, adviſe him —Whether born 
The Son of Merepe, or Thine, no matter. 


I muſt . him mine,. —or Death demands A 
EUMEN ES. 


Away. ——Even to the Soul, Eumenes dies, 
I Poliphontes. 
Ere Thiue, but for a Moment.—Friends' ! did you Bear 


him? 
by c E N E 
EUMENES, NARBAS, unters 


EUMENES. 
IWVhere did this ill-inſtru&ted Tyrant learn 
To threaten,” for Perſuaſion I ſuſpect, 
He does not ſeem to doubt, but doubt ? deed, 
1 ſhare no Blood of fzrcules.—HEes gone : 
And call'd me, to his Altar.—Let us follow. 
NARBAS. | 
Pauſe, —Whither wou'd ſuch fatal Raſhneſs lead you e 
EURICLES. | 
The Queen has Friends: howe'er too weak, too few: 
Who dare defend her Cauſe. Give us but Time. 
EUMENES. 
In a ſerene; ſafer, Hour, than This, © 
How gladly had my Heart obey*d your Con ! 
Truſted your Wifdom ! heard with docile: Ear! 
And will*d but by your Guidance As it is, | 
I dare not hazard a Friend's Fall, to ſave me. 
No.—In an Hour fo black, 1o dire, as This, 
I taſk but my own Heart, and Heaven, to aid me. 
If I uf fall, I will. I go—to my r 
What God forlakes the Friendleſs. | 


[Going ont, meets Merope, 
s c E N E iv. 


M ERO P * . 
| Stay, my Son 
'Th* Uſurper ſends me to thee—Reſt, voheard, | 
His Errand : but my own requites thy Ear. 
It has, perhaps, been * thee, en ame, 

4 | 
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Conquers the Queen: and, that pervertive {feat 
Of the Son's Fate forgets the Mother's Duty.  _. : 
Let no light Credit of a Guilt ſo ſhameful „ 


Inſult the Daughter, Mother, Wife, —ah, me! 
And Widow—of a King. — I muſt go: 
Muſt, at the Altar, lend my 2 Hand, 
And ſeem—oh, Heaven !— a 
EUMENES. | 
Seem, Madam ?—ſo, to ſeem, 
Were ſo to be. Can folemn Vows, at Altars, 
Leave Room for Art's Evaſions? See me, ſooner, 
Tinge-ing the ſpotted Stone with bluſhing Blood ; 
And my torn Breaſt the offer'd Sacrifice. 
MEROPE, 
So look'*d, ſo ſpoke—ſo, ſometimes, frown'd, Creſpbontes. 
Full of thy godlike Father, copy too, 
The Confidence, he lent me. He had ſcorn'd 
To doubt me, for a Moment, les than Merope. 
EUMEN E 8. 
If I was guilty, think — 
MEROP E.. 
he dumb. Time preſſes ;— 
Hear my reſolving Will: and curb thy own. 
Th' Uſurper of thy Throne no ſooner joins 
My Hands ſuppos'd Conſent, than, at the Altar, 
He ſwears—in all the Pomp of prieftly Witneſs, j 
To free thee from thy Chains—and, from That Hour, 
Confirm Succeſſion, thine.—So, ſuffers Thee, 
(By Heay'n's whole imprecated Hoſt, he fewears it) 
To Hive, till he's no more ; then, reign, a King. 
. EUMENES. 
Think, at what Price comes Empire, bought ſo dear 
Rather than ſee you wed him— 
MEROPE; - 
Raſh, again ?— 
Bound, by an Oath, ſo witneſs'd, by the Gods, 
| And All Mycent's Prieſts—and All her Peers 
He Cares not break it: and Thou liv'ſt, to reign. 
For me, who have, thenceforth, no Call for Life, 
I feck thy Father, in the Glooms, below. © 
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8 Triumphant, in the Point of laſt Diſtreſs, | 

.. Even when the Good ſhall pity, Bad ſhall ſcorn me, 

8 When Honour dreams me fallu, below Redreſs; 
Then, ſhall this forfeit Hand, diſdaining Baſeneſs, | 

- Brighter than Glory ſhine, in prais'd Aronernent: Oo \; 
And mock the Tyrant's Hope, and ſhun his Inſult, 4» 

| EUMENES. .. 1 

Death, in a thouſand Shapes, compar'd with This, 

Smiles, with an Infant's Innocence. No more. 
It ſhall not he.— See] my repugnant Soul 
Shrinks from th abhorr'd Conceſſion. The felt Gad, 
The Gov, glows, in me: ſwells, againſt Controul 

And every ſpringy Nerve is active Fire a 

\ Come on, Friends! F aher! Mother truſt my 

f | F irmneſs. e 

Truſt it in Death's dire Scom. | Come, haſten with 

5 me 

N See, if I bear a Heart, that brooks this Wrong: 
| That poorly pants, for a baſe Hour of Life—— 


* And lets a Woman's Blood outdare a King 5. | [ Going. 
ME ROPE. 
Oh! ſtay : return. — Call: ſtop him. 
EURICLES, 
3 3 
NA RB A8. E 
| "Prince! 
7 METAR: 
$4 F 


x: EUMENES. ' Returning. 
Lock out: hark vonder: from my Fat ers Tomb. 
Hear! his Ghoſt calls!—Wrong'd Spirit! 1 obey. 
_ MEROPE. h 
Oh! ſtay, one Moment, fay.—Methinks the God 
He called of, ſwells indeed, his widening Soul! 


— 


Lifts him, above Himſelf above Mankind. : 4 
J vill, reſpectful, hail the Power Divine: 

And hope, beyond Appearance. Vet, oh! hear me 

Ohl. ſpeak to me, Eumenes ere thou goeſt, 

Breathe on my diſtant Heart ſome Beam — ſome Share» - 
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Of this inſpir d Divinity, that ſhakes thee, 


6 1 E R O P x, 


4 EUMENES. 
come let me Kad you to the Altar's Foot. 
There hear, there, ſee — there, dwells th' Eternal's Eye! 
MEROPE. 
Ah! what is thy Deſign 1. 
| EUMENES. 
To die,—to live. | 
Friends !—in this warm Embrace, divide my Soul. 
Farewell — fare wel, forever. | 
[To N arbas, who preſſes him render. 
— Weep not, my Father! 
No Bluſh, for Deeds 1 your Inſtructions, 
Shall ſtain Remembrance of t Care, I coſt you. 
—Stay, you——till hither this good Lord, returning, 
May guide your Purpoſe : or require your Counſel. 
[Exit Eumenes. 
MEROPE' se ISMENE', who enters. 
Tſment ! ſtay : comfort thy mournful Father. | 
[Exeunt Merope and Euricles. 


enn. 
NAR BAS, ISMENE.. 


NAR BAS. 
Away—I wou'd not ſee thee ſhare my Sorrow. 
ISMENE. 
Oh! 'twere too poor a Wiſh. Heaven knows, I ſeek 
No Share, long for Power, to bear it, All. 
Th good, Fa '©& mes here R 
ou art too or Courts—where Ruin 
On Innocence; and nought but Guile is ſafe. mY 
— What are thy Thoughts, of this lolt Prince's Virtues? 
ISMENE, 
I am unſkill'd in Man: and, moſt, in Kings. 
But, ſure! if ever Beauty dwelt in Form, 
Courage in Gentleneſs, or Truth in Grandeur, 


All thoſe adorn'd Diſtinctions meet, in Him. 


NAR B As. 
Yet, fee! how Heaven, that gave him all theſe Claims, 
Forgets *em, and veſgns him,-Let That teach When 
en 
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When, ſoon, as ſoon they will, thy Splendors fa, 
Thou loſeſt nothing, but a Right to Woes + - 98 
Which gau Nad never ano . 
a P SMENE. ARE « _ 
2 | Shou'd. the * * 
Beſt, of her Sex! and Great, above all Rank! "IF 
Leave this loud Stage of Pain, —and reſt in Death, 
Oh! teach my willing Feet to find ſome Gloom, 
Dark, as my Proſpects, - deep inclos d, far Sifety 3: - 
And ſilent, as the Brow of midnight Sleep! 
POEMS __. NARBAS. | 
And cou'dſt thou, fo, have Courage, 
Yes, we will go, my ſweet Tinea, go, | 
Where Sorrow's ſharpelt Eye ſhall fail to find us. 
Where we may mix with Men, who nter deceiv'd, - 
And Women, born to he, the Charms they look. - . 
— There 7s a Place, which my Eumenes lov'd, _ 
Till Youth's fond Hope of Glory daſh'd his Peace; 
Where Nature, plainly noble, knows no Pomp; 
And Virtue moves no £nvy:——quiet Plenty, 
Unartful Pleaſure, unaffected Foy, 
And ever bluſhing, ever guiltleſs Modeſty, | 
Cloathe Love, and Taſte, and Converſe, neatly fine: 
Unloaded with their Tin/els,——Hark ! That Cry 
Bodes Horror tis the Signal of ſome Fate. 
— Liſten, again : 1 
ISMENE. 


Again I hear: and tremble. 
Who knows, but, now, the Queen's too direful Deed 
Has ended all her Mis'ries! Cruel Hymen ] 

Such if thy Unions, let the World digoin! 
And Marriage be the hated Mark of Shame! 

1 NARB AS. | 
No more theſe Eyes ſhall find thee, fated King! | 
Creſphontes, and his Race, are, All, no more. ng | 
ISMENE. 


* 
- 
* 


to be ſafe ?- 


Hark! It comes on, like Thunder in the Wind, 
Still ſtrength' ning in its Motion. 
E NARBAS 
| I diſtinguiſh 
The Voice of battling Parties—echoing as 
2 
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And Groans of dying Men, confus'dly mingled. 
ISMENE, at 4 Window. 

Hence, from the- Temple, to the Palace Gate, 

The ſcattring Crowd runs. wide, a thouſand Ways: 

All . without View—All, driven, by Terror! 


- 


TY s © E N E VI. 
42 PA ISMENE. EURICLES, hood. 
| NARBAS. 


| Breathleſs and bleeding ſee! who comes!—O, .Zuricles! 
Is it of Enemies? or, flows it, fatal? 
ISMENE. 
Now you'd the Deaf be bleſs'd—the Blind be happy. 
„ YSURICLES. 
Scarce had I Strength, wedg' d in by croſſing Crowds, 
- Tp. ſtem yon breathing Torrent. — Give me Reſt, 
N ARB A8. 
Eumetes — he live? 
| EURICLE J 


* 


n Dreadful Pauſe ! 
"4 a E URICLES. 
He is——the Son confeſs d——of Grecian Gods ! 
| | NARBAS. 
What has he ſuffer'd ? 


EURICLES. 
Nothing—but, has done 


"IP Example's Boaſt.— Oh! ſuch a Deed ! 
So terrible] ſo juſt !——ſf fill'd with Wonders 
That half Alcides* Labours, ſcarce were more. 
| NARBAS. 
And ſhall he be a King ? 
EURICLES. 
He 7s. 
NARBAS. 
| And Merope ? 
Great Mirror of Affliction lives She, too? 


How was it? —ſay.— My Joys will grow too ſtrong ? 
EURI- 


'-EURICEESS 
The a1 bes with Flow'rs, 
The ſmoking Incenſe roſe, in . 
And Hymen's lambent Torches fag d, „ | 4 ! 
Silence, and Expectation's dread: Salle, oe 
Doubled the ſolemn Horror of the Scene! = 25 1 
— There, Poliphontes ſtood: and, t his Side, < Md 
Dumb as a deſtin'd Victim, ſtood\the een _— 
Our Prince's ſummon'd Hand bad touch d the 155 
His Eye ſought Heaven as if prepar'd to ET - on m_ 
The Tyfant ſmi'd ;—when a the ed look'd a 
The Lights extinguiſh'd—and the Temple's Nes 
Shook by deſcending Thunder, ferm do ö, 
The Go the God ! the reverend Starter cry d, "i 2 
Forbids theſe baneful Nuptials ==Yes : 1 HEAR bin 

The dreadful Prince reply'd :. and, at that W _ 
Leapt, from the Altar, to the Tyrant's caſt In — 
And plung'd the ſacred Ave of — OM» TRIS. 
Snatch'd, like a Lightning s Flaſh! and reach'd mils 
He fell and o'er him while with pen 3 

Th* indignant Hero hung, with Arm new asg, BY” 
Baſe, from behind, pale Cros pierc'd his Sg. 
—Red, in his mingled Blood, and riſing Ager, 
He heard the Crowd's protective Cry—turn . . 
And buried in his Brow the rapid Steel. 
Then, to the Altar's Height ſublimely ſprung, 
Stood, Monarch, all-confeſs'd ; and = Ko te Throng, 


bn i 5 


NAR BAS. 
All, All, prodigious! and the Work of Heaveh, .._* Sa + 
ie entire Aw WW 
How was the trembling Queen, mean w 
E UR CLES. 9 ig 
Silence, ye People, hear your King, ſhe cry'd_ 
Son of my Sorrows : hear Mycent's Gods. ** 


More, ſhe had ſaid but from the Temple's Poreh, 
The Tyrant's Guards ruſh'd in; and All grew Tempeſt: 
—Th' — Prieſts proclaim'd their Sovereign's 
. Cauſe; - f 
The People heard 'em: and a War of Wills, 
And Swords croſs-c laſhing, filld the Fane with Died 
Sudden, theShrines, o'erthrown, were ſtain'd with Blood: 
3 c n 
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Cruſh'd Infants, in their ſmother'd Motheb Arms, 4 


Gaſp'd, and expir'd. Friends, Foes, Priefts; Stran 
ä 8 

Heap on each other lay, one mingled Carnage }- 

Now flying, now returning, flows and ebbs, 

From Side to Side, the preſs'ꝰd and ſhouldring Stream. 

— The Swell of Slaughter puſh'd me thro! the Gate, 

And veil'd the Queen, and her Eumenes, from me. 

But, to the laſt, long as my Sight cou'd hold her, 

I ſaw her, in the bloody Tide, e 

Beſeeching, threat ning; tiring every Limb, 

And lofing every Prayer, to fave Eumene. 

— But, ſee | Heaven's Inſtrument, the kind High Prieſt, 

Is here—and calls far Narbas. 


3 [Enter High Prieſs. 
HIGH PRIESF. | 
Good old Man! 


To you, and to your Daughter's pitied Fears, 
Our Queen, victorious, her doom'd Son, redeem'd 
And Heaven, that loves the Juſt, ſend Peace and Joy. 
— The People, by my timely Zeal appriz'd, 

Won from the Tyrant's Cauſe, ſuſtain the King. 
The King, by more than mortal Force, inſpir'd, 
Has, by one, great, determin'd, dreadful Blow, 

To his high, injur'd, Race, his Country's Fame, 

And murder'd Father's Ghoſt, a bloody Victim, 
Devoted! offer*d up the Tyrant's Soul. 

— Death, and Revenge, and due Defence of Right, 
Delug'd the Temple: and the Scene grew horrid, 
When, to the Leaders of his furious Guards, 

Wha, through the direful Conflict, won their way, 
Pale Poliphontes, ſtruggling from his Pangs, 

And ſtagg'ring painful, with expiring Eye, | 
Rais'd his now powerleſs Hand ; bad Slaughter ceaſe : 


CalPd the Gods jaſt. - and own'*d th' inflifted Vengeance. 


Then, at their Prince's Feet, th* aſtoniſh'd Band 

Fell proſtrate. Silence ſtrait took place of Uproar : 

Low knelt the Crowd, in Peace—Rebellion died— 

And Awe, and Homage, felt th' inſpiring God. 

But look, where Heaven's compleated Work appears, 
| SCENE 


* 4 TRAGEDY, . 


* SCENE the Lad. 


7 0 the Foregoing—MER OPE, led by End 
Jlaody.—Prieſts. Guards, * Shouts with. 
out : and Trumpets. 
NARBAS, EURICLES, CHIEF PRIEST, nd ISMENE: 
| — All, 3 kneeling 
Hail! and be ever blen d—0, King | O, Quan” 
| MEROPE. ' _. . 
Riſe—and lament no more, ye happy Friends | 
Of Virtue, and of Heaven !—See } what the Gods 
Have done — to ſhame Sufpicion, into Fab? 
Oh! never let the Innocent deſpair : 
The Hand, that made, can ſave : and beſt knbirs whes: | 

— But you, Heav*n's Herald! Envoy, of its Will! 
And Image, of its Mercy ! what, to von, | 
Shall my recov'ring Senſe of Godhead ſay? 
That dar'd, in Sorrow's Ago orget 
The Diſtance, of High — — human Wesknel L 
Oh! call not Anguiſh Inſult. Smile, on V- 
And bleſs the pitied Pang, amidſt its \ Raſhnefs, 

[Ts Eumenes, 
on of Alcides !—for, what Heart, but His, 
Nouriſh'd in Miſery ! by Wants obſtrutted ! 
Ere ſprung, like thine, at Youth's firft Shoot, to Glory? 
Ere, for its firſt Eſſay, o'erwhelm'd Oppreſſion / 1 == 
Trod on a Tyrant, and redeem'd a People? +4 
| EUMENES. 

| Tis but the low, the laſt, the lighteſt Duty 

| Of a King's Hand, to dare. "Tis His, to fave ;- 

. To think, to hear, to labour, to diſcern, 4 
To form, to remedy,—to debut one: 
Yet, act, and love, and fear, and feel, — for All. 

—Oh, Madam! I am yours, midſt all theſe Claims. 
Be Thoſe my Glory's, This my Duty's Care, 

To add my Royal Father's Love, to mine: 

And, with a doubled Rev'rence, ſeek your Comfort. 

Help me, good Euricles ! in That ſweet View: © 
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